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HOUSECALL 


FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH 
The latest member of our 
ever-growing family of 
magazines is Longevity, a 
monthly “practical guide 

to the art and science of 
staying young," as it aptly 
describes itself. Longevity 
began as a small newsletter, 
distributed in doctors’ offices 
and pharmacies, but its rapid 
success and popularity 
clearly demonstrated that 
there was a burgeoning 
demand among a generation 
of Americans who are 
concerned not simply with 
living long, but with living well. 
In this issue of Penthouse 
we welcome our new sister 
publication in the most suitable 
fashion: by sharing it with 
you, our readers. Rona 
Cherry, Longevity's editor-in- 
chief, has selected 18 items 
of universal interest from 

its latest issues. They 
include—among very many 
others—bulletins on "death- 
defying dieting," new hair- 
growth breakthroughs, and an 
"immortality clinic" where, 

in just a few years, we may be 
able to check in for a dose 

of rejuvenation. As Rona 
explains: "Longevity is not 
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something to dream about. . 
By wisely strengthening our 
bodies and minds, and being 
open to all possibilities— 
now and in our future—we 
can shape our destinies. . . . 
Longevity aims to enable 

us all to approach the dawning 
of the new millennium with 
expectations of full health, 
vitality, and long life." 


THE CHAIRMAN 

One significant factor that 
serves to nullify our expecta- 
tions of long life is mankind's 
seemingly innate penchant for 
war and destruction. . . . And 
these days, there is no doubt 
that the Middle East is the 
international tinderbox from 
which the next deadly confla- 
gration will spring. If there 

is any one individual who 
currently can make the differ- 
ence between war and peace 
in that area, it is the Machia- 


vellian and mercurial chairman 
of the Palestine Liberation 
Organization, Yasser Arafat. 
Internationally renowned 
journalist and longtime 
Penthouse contributor Tad 
Szulc recently spent an 
extraordinary three days and 
nights with Arafat as he 
wheeled and dealed, charmed 
and cajoled, wined and 
dined, and talked of his 
mysterious early life and inner 
thoughts (having taken a 
moment out to have their 
photo taken—see above). In 
"Arafat: The Man Behind 

the Mask," Szulc goes behind 
the day-to-day headlines to 
give us an in-depth profile of 
this most compelling, most 
dangerous world leader. 


RIGHTS OF PASSAGE 
Scott Sommer is one of 
America's leading young 
novelists, and this month we're 
proud to preview his latest 
Viking publication: Still Lives. 
His laconic, darkly comic 
style perfectly captures the 
dilemmas of a man whose 
coming-of-age seems all too 
fraught with emotional 

peril. . . . June is, of course, 
the time when graduation 


ceremonies signal the coming- 
of-age of a new genera- 
tion... as well as the month 
in which we honor those 

men of the older generations 
who have made so much 

of this possible. Many of our 
regular contributors, including 
William Corson, Emily 
Prager, Gary Null, Jerome 
Tuccille, Al Goldstein, Lewis 
Burke Frumkes, and Gerard 
Van der Leun, mark these 
occasions in their various 
helpful, humorous, or humble 
fashion; and in a striking, 
beautifully moving essay, Ben 
Stein pays tribute to those 
fathers who fought in World 
War Il and whose too-often- 
forgotten sacrifices literally 
enable us to be here today. 


CHAMPIONS 

AI Unser, Jr., is almost 
universally regarded as the 
best of the new generation of 
sports-car racing superstars, 
the standard-bearer for 
America's most legendary 
racing clan and one of the 
most articulate and vocal race 
drivers in the history of the 
sport. We meet him in this 
month's "Sporting Life" in an 
interview with Contributing 
Editor Peter Manso, a man 
who's no slouch himself when 
it comes to either autos or 
articulateness. . . . But, of 
course, when one thinks of 
legendary standard-bearers in 
these environs, one thinks 
immediately and gratefully of 
those superstars of beauty, 
our Penthouse Pets. And this 
being June, it's time once 
again for that most pleasant 
of all pursuits—electing a 
new Pet of the Year. Our 
fantasy-inspiring finalists 
await your well-considered 
decision. . . . Longevity will 
show you how to live a long 
and happy life . . . but these 
four beauties will show you 


why!Ot—3s 
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TASTES GREAT. 


© 1989 Miller Brewing бо, Milwaukee, WI 


eSuddenly Karla moaned 

that she was going to come, so | stopped 
playing with her curvaceous 

contours and went right for her love button.® 


PENTHOUSE FORUM 


MIDNIGHT MUNCHIES 
Гат an avid reader of 
"Forum" and have been 
waiting for an encounter wor- 
thy of this section. | believe 
that your letters are true—l'm 
positive, because something 
wonderful just happened 
to me 

Last week | was working at 
my job as host in a late- 
night eatery. | work the 
graveyard shift and nothing 
ever happens. Every once in 
a while a cop or a trucker 
will corne in for a roll and cof- 
fee, bul that's about it. That 
was until Karla arrived last 
week. She walked in like she 
owned the place. Her lus- 
cious tanned legs exposed 
beneath her oh-so-tight jersey 
dress begged for attention. 
| directed her toward a corner 
booth, and as | watched 
her sit down, | noticed her 
perfectly round breasts 
revealed by her low-cut 
dress. Instead of letting our 
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waitress lake care of her, | 
look her order for a cheese- 
burger and french fries. 

After rushing the cook to 
prepare her meal, | quickly 
brought her order to the 
table. As | was placing it 
there, | dropped the bottle of 
ketchup. | apologized and 
she smiled. To my surprise, 
when I looked for the bottle 
under the table, | found 
myself face-to-face with a 
beautifully shaven cunt. 
Needless to say, it was quite 
some time before the ket- 
chup and | made it back up 
lo the table. 

| pulled her lips apart and 
sucked her box. She 
wrapped those wonderful 
legs arcund my head and put 
me in a viselike hold. She 
Slowly started to grind against 
me in a rhythm that matched 
my tonguing. In and out | 
flicked my mini-serpent. Her 
grinding increased until 
she rocked with a thundering 


orgasm. Then she relaxed 
her grip on my head, and | 
stood up and looked into her 
eyes. "Is everything okay?" 

| said. "Can | do anything 
else for you?" Karla told me 
that everything was groovy, 
but she'd love to leave a 
super tip because of my out- 
standing service. | told the 
woman that nothing was 
expected—I'm just a really 
nice guy—and she said, "Go 
find me something to write 
on so | can leave you a lip." I 
hurried to the pantry, her 
honey still glistening on my 
lips, and searched for a 
scrap of paper. 

When I relurned to Karla's 
table, she was still squirming 
in her seat. | handed her 
the paper and she quickly 
wrote down her address. "1 
think you should come over 
and pick up your tip after you 
get off work this morning," 
she smiled. "Get there quick, 
cause the sooner you arrive, 
the bigger your tip will be!" 

God, | was so horny! | 
thought of going to the men's 
room and thrashing on my 
main vein, but | changed my 
mind, thinking that her lips 
were definitely better than my 
hands. It seemed that six 
o'clock took double the time 
lo arrive, and when it did, | 
left dust zooming off to 
Karla's. She lived down by 
the lake in this fantastic- 
looking condo that must have 
set her back a couple of 
pennies. | rang her bell and 
waited for the elevator to take 
me to nirvana 

When the doors opened, I 
could have dropped right 
then. There she was, wearing 
a knee-length fur coat that 
still showed enough leg to get 
any dick hard. "This is the 
express lo the top," she said. 
"| thought that you would 


never get here!" | got on the 
elevator and slarted my 
ride to pleasure. Right away 
Karla went for the zipper 
on my jeans and began to 
yank at it. She released my 
beast and started to gorge 
herself on it. We stopped 
at the top floor. The doors 
opened and we tumbled out 
into the living room. Karla 
let go of my dick long enough 
to offer me a joint, and while 
| relaxed and smoked it. 
she went in to change into a 
soft-peach teddy. She mixed 
us a couple of breakfast 
drinks, but I really wasn't in 
the mood for drinking—if you 
know what | mean. 

| wanted to fuck, so | pulled 
her down onto the sofa next 
lo me and held her in my 
arms. Our flesh pressing to- 


| gether produced a very 


comforting warmth between 
us. Our tongues raced around 
each other's mouth, prying 
into our innermost reaches. | 
gently combed her long 
flowing hair with my fingers. 
and looked deeply into her 
eyes. No words were spoken 
and none were needed— 
we both knew what dangers 
such passion generated. 

As | traced the smooth out- 
line of her gorgeous body, 
she took my dick in her hands 
and admired the seven and 
a half inches | had to offer. | 
was so excited that some 
pre-come dribbled out of my 
cock. The release of my 
juices excited Karla and she 
massaged my throbbing 
rod until it was rock-solid 
Every touch created a new 
sensation for me, and finally 
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Karla slid down to kiss my aching mem- 
ber. She slowly circled her tongue around 
my cockhead. The way she sucked at my 
big guy got me wanting her luscious wet 
cunt. | lifted her up and bent her over the 
back of the sofa to take her from behind. 
She bucked against me as the pace 
Quickened. The feelings | experienced 
were incredible, and I slammed into her 
creamy hole as far as | could go. I couldn't 
believe that | hadn't come yet. | mean, 
we were going at it for quite some time— 
well, the longest | ever had with a girl! 

Suddenly Karla moaned that she was 
going to come, so I stopped playing with 
her curvaceous contours and went right 
for her love button. With that, she went 
crazy and | started to build up to my own 
climax. To my surprise, she said that she 
wanted me to come in her mouth. | quickly 
obliged by placing my engorged tool be- 
tween her waiting, moist lips. She sucked 
me with fury until | finally reached my cli- 
max—it was the best orgasm | ever had. 
Loads and loads of my come poured 
down her throat— couldn't stop! When | 
was done, | dropped to the floor, com- 
pletely spent. Karla hugged me and told 
me that | tasted sweet 

After a warm embrace and a few tender 
words, we dressed, gently replacing the 
clothes we had so eagerly removed. Karla 
escorted me Io the elevator and 1 kissed 
her lightly on the cheek. | took one last 
look at her—that knowing smile and 
beautiful face—and knew that | would 
never see her again. As | drove home I 
thought to myself that if every tip were 
like this, | wouldn't mind working the 
graveyard shift as much.—Name and 
adaress withheld 


PARTY GIRL 

I thought I'd relate a story to your readers 
that is so incredible, | can't believe it my- 
self. You see, | am a girl with a lot of time 
on my hands. | have no need to work 
because of a healthy inheritance that has 
left me well taken care of. My life is con- 
sumed by only one thing—the quest for 
the ultimate erotic pleasure. My 44-23-35 
bundle of insatiable lust is in constant 
Search for an ever greater climax. 

A few months ago | had quite an inter- 
esting encounter. | was at a local dance 
club with a girlfriend. We were dressed 
to kill, and | was wearing a loose low-cut 
white top that showed just enough of my 
magnificent tits. Needless to say, | had 
an endless string of guys intent on a quick 
feel. My girlfriend and | were having the 
time of our lives. 

At about 2 AM. my girlfriend had to 
leave. Not quite ready myself, | decided 
to stick around a little longer. A few min- 
utes later, these two gorgeous guys came 
uptothe bar and sat on eilher side of me. 
"Where's your friend?" one asked. "Un- 
fortunately, she had lo go,” | replied. "So 
what's a beautiful young lady like you 
drinking alone for?" said his friend. | lied 
and told them thal | was just about to 
leave the noisy club. 


The one on my right had a deep tan, 
muscular build, and dark brown hair. The 
guy on my left, though not as well-built, 
had blond hair and beautiful, penetrating 
blue eyes that made me melt with each 
withering glance. They continued to talk 
to me until | finally suggested that | would 
stay if we moved from the bar to one of 
the corner booths. “It would be more 
comfortable," | said 

We took our drinks and strolled toward 
the booth. | could feel their eyes scan- 
ning every inch of my body as | walked 
slowly ahead of them. My short skirt barely 
covered my ass, and | know they were 
fighting the urge to reach out and grab a 
handful of my firm, round cheeks. | hes- 
itated at the table, allowing my blond 
friend to slide in first. | followed, with his 
buddy sitting down last, so they were 
again on either side of me. The booth was 
long, probably able to seat four or five 
people on each side. | moved closer to 
the blond guy. We were quite secluded. 

After a bit of small talk, | was growing 
anxious to really get to know my new- 
found friends. | inquired why they picked 
me to talk to, and the brunette replied, 
"You're the nicest thing in here and we 
couldn't stand seeing you all alone." “Well, 
isn't that sweet,” | said, and leaned over 
to plant a wet kiss on his cheek. At the 
same time | grabbed his leg and felt his 
manhood, “Hey,” his friend blurted out, 
“I'm getting jealous over here!" So | 
leaned over, my loose top billowing, and 
to his glee, kissed him as well. “I can't 
remember the last time | was in the com- 
pany of two nicer guys,” | said, my hands 
resting on each of their knees as | spoke. 
| figured that I'd go for the gusto and 
added, "You make a girl feel so alive! I'd 
like to fuck you both right here!” My hands 
massaged each stud's leg until | found 
their growing cocks straining beneath 
their pants. "Oh," | panted, “you both feel 
so hard and so big." They leaned back 
and spread their legs for me, The size of 
the table and darkness of the corner con- 
cealed my activity. The bar was slowly 
emptying; closing time was only an hour 
or so away. 

| glanced down at the muscular stud 
on my right, watching my hand rub up 
and down the long bulge inside his pants. 
| looked up into his eyes and licked my 
lips. He knew what I wanted. Meanwhile, 
my left hand was working up a hell of a 
hard-on. | found myself massaging an 
ever-growing slab of meat. | had to see 
what | had ahold of. | kissed my first lover 
and then leaned to the left. | looked up 
at my blond stud and then down at his 
crotch. As skinny as he was, | was sur- 
prised by the enormous pole beneath his 
clothes. | unzipped his pants and tried to 
withdraw his long cock. He saw me 
struggling with it, but it was just too stiff. 
He undid his buckle and pants, finally al- 
lowing me to withdraw his long, hard rod 
It was beautiful! It was so large that as | 
pumped it to full erection. it hit the bottom 
of the tabletop. 

CONTIN! 


ON PAGE 114 
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Cinema in the city of cabarets 


bows to American movies 


as politics crash to the right and 
critics figure out what's left. 


FILM 


BY MARCIA PALLY 


When | first arrived in Berlin 
for its annual film festival, 
the neo-fascist Republican 
party had won an unprece- 
dented eight percent of 

the Berlin vote and several 
seats in the city government. 
Just before | left the festival. 
the neo-fascist David Duke, 
former imperial wizard of 
the KKK, won a seat in the 
Louisiana state legislature for 
a different Republican party, 
and in between, Muslim 
extremists pul a price on 
author Salman Rushdie's 
head because he wrote a 
book they didn't like. | knew 
this would be one event 
where the films took second 
place. Notably, no feature 
film surpassed Ihe short Ray's 
Male Heterosexual Dance 
Hall, which were the best 20 
minutes of the festival. The 
strangest two hours were an 
American Army party, and 
the best two seconds were 
Oliver Stone's (Platoon, Wall 
Street, Talk Radio) unrepeat 
able comments about wom- 
ens legs. 

First Ray's: About corporate 
ambition, it shoots one lunch 
hour at Wall Street's latest 
"in" spot, where C.E.O.'s talk 
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deals to the rhythm of big 
bands and those scrambling 


for an office with a better 
view hope to be asked to 
dance by those who have 
one, and where—in one 
of the most comically heretical 
images on-screen—exec- 
macho goes with classic fey, 
men dancing with men 

Second, Ihe reception of 
Commander and Mrs. Ray- 
mond E. Haddock, chief 
of American armed forces in 
Berlin: | attended the party 
only because | figured it'd be 
my one chance to waltz with 
aman in uniform; but though 
there was a four-piece band 
with a uniformed lady drummer 
(whom | was willing to con- 
sider but my friends said, "Not 
here, dear"), none of the 
boys would break out. I had to 
content myself with gawking 
at tiers of crew culs, insignias, 
and white gloves—fodder 
for fantasies, if not your own, 
then a friend's —and with 
gleaning a few bits about mili- 
tary life in Berlin. 

One American civilian 
waiter, for instance, confided 
that the military pays its 
help five or six deutsche 
marks less an hour than does 
"the outside,” a generosity 
consistent with the quality of 
the buffet. And one very 
cheerful Captain Dan Buning 
explained the occupying 
army's essential principles. 
One: Americans at home 
believe civilian government 
controls the Army (I never did 
catch just which Americans 
he thought believe that), 
but in Berlin military control is 
up front. “We get invited 
everywhere,’ he glowed. Two 
Army clout comes from 
rank or “position.” Rank is 
what's on your lapel and 
offers no surprises. Position 


is who you're useful to, and 
does. Buning was at the 
party—which, he said frankly, 
is a hell of a lot more glamor- 
ous than working his way 

up to Kmart manager in an 
Orlando, Florida, mall— 
because of his "position." No 
wonder he likes it there. 

As for Oliver Stone's legay 
comments, which he offered 
after 36 hours on a plane 
from Southeast Asia, where 
he'd finished shooting Born on 
the Fourth of July, due out 
{his summer: | said | wouldn't 
repeat them and I can't 
break a promise to à jet- 
lagged man 

Next to Ray's, Stone, and 
other extra-cinematic 
events—like the night at 
Lipstick, a lesbian bar open 
to other corners twice a 
week—the festival's main 
competition seemed to be 
suffering from cinematic gout 
resulting from success, 
growth, and trying to please 
too many of the people too 
much of the time. So many of 
the selections were strikingly 
filmed yet uninventive, and 
faltered emotionally in the 
crucial place. The challeng- 
ing, cheekier stuff was shown 
in the smaller "alternative" 
sections where films like 
Ray's, Heavy Petting, Comic 
Book Confidential, and 
Urinal, and softer ones like 
the Finnish Ariel—a dour 
comedy about a down-and- 


| out guy who does everything 


wrong till it comes out right— 
stretch expectations of what 
filmmaking offers. 

The troubles in the main 
compelition have left a 
strange, ironic place for the 
top films by American majors. 
For years, big-budget Ameri- 
can movies tempered their 
technical prowess with pre- 


dictable scripts, and films 
from almost anywhere else 
walked all over them at 
festivals. This year the Golden 
Bear first prize went to Rain 
Man, and half of all the 
awards went to American 
projects. Gene Hackman look 
Best Actor for his perfor- 
mance in Mississippi Burning, 
and Eric Bogosian, who's 
working on a new script for 
Universal, won an award 

for both his screenplay and 
performance in Talk Radio. 
Dangerous Liaisons and 
Woody Allen's Another 
Woman, not competing for 
prizes, were chosen for the 
prestigious opening and 
closing nights, respectively, 
and I'd say The Accused had 
the best word of mouth in 
Berlin. Retaining the energy 
that marks American efforts, 
these films have been influ- 
enced by 30 years of the 
best in European imports, 
American independents, and 
the visual intelligence of 
music video—and now weigh 
in with some brains. 

Aside from Ihe American 
majors, the best-realized 
work in the competition was 
Jacques Rivette's The Gang 
of Four, a delicate and slowly 
impressive work about the 
traffic belween arl and life— 
an “All the world's a stage." 
impeccably designed and 
paced, and unobtrusively 
wise. The gang of four 
actresses is also flawless. | 
imagine Rivette had such 
a good time filming them—a 
distanced appreciation of 
young women by an old 
man—that he couldn't bring 
himself to stop, which must 
account for the film's three- 
hour length as well as much 
of the reason to keep walch- 


ing it. Oa 


$10,000 
REWARD 


WE'RE HUNTING FOR A 
COVER GIRL — 
AND WE'LL PAY $10,000 
TO THE PERSON 
WHO HELPS US FIND HER. 


This September, Penthouse celebrates its nitude is no simple feat. So we're asking you, 


20th Anniversary ... and to make this an our readers, to help us—and we're giving all 
unforgettable birthday party, we're scouring potential talent scouts an extra incentive by 
the country to discover the one special girl offering a $10,000 finder's fee to the person 
who will be our 20th Anniversary Pet о s us di 
And we do mean special! Our Penthouse 
Pet judges will int and select the young an from reader 
lady on the basis of face, form, and person- — have fun trying. Here's 
ality. And she'll not only grace the cover Just send us some snapshots of yourself 
our greatest issue ever, she will star in a lav- or your nominees (the more the merrier) in 
ish pictorial photographed on location by Bob hing attire, with address, and 
Guccione, have a part in a major film pro- 1989 
n, and app a ize pull-out Your prospective Pet must be p 
poster to comm e occasion quainted with you and have authoriz 
Plus—she will be with hun- in мій ibmit her ph nd 
dreds of thousands of d nominee may have more than one 
and pri submit her photo, nor will we pay 
paign, including г one reward for our winner. 
followed b oast ra 1d telev To submit or to request a com- 
sion appearances, will make our beautiful К o to: Pet Hunt, Pent- 
winner an instant household name 
Needless to say, a search of such mi 
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SPECIAL 20" ANNIVERSARY ISSUE 


For the Proclaimers, sex is 

the ultimate prayer, faith is as natural 
as fucking, and life is 
best lived in a state of grace. 


BY VIN SCELSA 


So there | was, stuck for the 
longest time on "I'm Gonna 
Be (500 Miles)," the opening 
track on the Proclaimers’ 
second album, Sunshine on 
Leith (Chrysalis). This is 

the song | noted in these 
pages last month as being 
one of the few true musical 
treasures released during the 
first half of 1989. It's an exu- 
berant, joyous shout of 
desire, a celebration of earthy, 
no-nonsense heterosexual 
love. How could any woman 
refuse a guy who declares 
his devotion thus: "I would 
walk 500 miles / And | would 
walk 500 more / Just to be 
the man who walked 1,000 
miles / To fall down at your 
door"? The sparse acoustic 
(yet very rocking) arrange- 
ment grabs you immediately, 
long before the lyrics sink 

in; and the thick Scottish 
brogue of Craig and Charlie 
Reid (an early song called 
"Throw the 'R' Away" boasts 
their accentual pride) sounds 
so refreshing and idiosyn- 
cratic in this age of homoge- 
neous cookie-cutter croon- 
ers—it announces that here is 
something removed from 

the mainstream and cut from 
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a different cloth. By the time 
these twin brothers from 


the working-class seaport 
district of Edinburgh referred 
to in the album's title start 
trading la-la-la-la riffs in a kind 
of barroom call-and-response 
yodel, it's clear that were in 
for what can best be 
described as a rollicking 
good time. But the song is so 
damn catchy it's hard to 
get past it, and | was stuck 
for days before | finally let the 
tonearm of my stereo track 
into the rest of side one. 
Perhaps | harbored uncon- 
scious fears that nothing else 
on the album could live up 
to this inspired opening, 
but any such reservations 
proved totally unwarranted. 
Sunshine on Leith more 
than fulfills the promise of its 
beginning. From start to 
finish, the album succeeds 
as a distinctive proclamation 
of the Reids' belief in the 
power of love in all its guises, 
from the spiritual (the title 
track is a prayer of thanks to 
the Chief” for rescuing the 
narrator from despair) to the 
orgasmic (the album's closer, 
‘Oh Jean,” offers one of 
the most unself-consciously 
vivid depictions of sexual 
fulfillment ever burned into 
vinyl—' Oh Jean, you let 
me get lucky with you"). The 
Reid brothers move from 
the sacred to the sensual in 
the space of a breath; they 
make no distinction between 
spiritual and earthly love. 
The saving force in the title 
track could just as easily 
be a woman as God ("Your 
beauty and kindness / Made 
tears clear my blindness"), 
and whenever things get 
lusty there is always a very 
old-fashioned pledge of 
eternal troth to accompany 


the hormonal explosions 
("For your soul and body my 
heart's gonna pound / Even 
after the day l'm laid in the 
ground"). The Proclaimers’ 
spiritual humanism has much 
in common with that of 
another Celtic folkrocker, Van 
Morrison. Like Van, the Reids 
celebrate their faith on many 
levels, but they never prose- 
lytize or preach, You don't 
have to share in their particu- 
lar brand of Christianity to 
be moved by these honest 
heartfelt songs (although | 
must admit that the agnostic 
ex-seminarian in me sent 
up some distress signals at 
first). | suppose you could 
draw a parallel to U2 some- 
where in here, But unlike 
Bono and company, the Reids 
aren't quite so somberly 
serious and bent on saving 
the world. That isn't to say that 
there isn't a bit of populist 
left-wing protest here ("Cap 
in Hand," "What Do You 
Do?"), but it's done sans the 
self-righteousness that can 
easily mar such political 
sentiment 

Onthe nightofthe Proclaim- 
ers first New York perfor- 
mance back in February, a 
fan of my radio show came 
over to thank me for turning 
him on to "Clark Kent meets 
the Everly Brothers"—a 
reference to their admittedly 
nerdy, thick-spectacled 
appearance and their pen- 
chant for sweet country 
harmonies. (Listen to how 
they handle Steve Earle's "My 
Old Friend the Blues," or 
the way their voices catch 
during "Teardrops.") The 
description is accurate (and | 
gol permission to steal it). 
The Reids are Ihe boys you 
wished lived next door— 
à couple of good guys you 


know you could count on to 
lend a helping hand in any 
situation and then spend the 
night drinking you under 

the table. That they aren't 
afraid to declare their very 
masculine and very vulnera- 
ble selves in the shallow 
world of predominantly self- 
cenlered pop is what makes 
the Proclaimers so special. 
That, and lines like this one 
from "Sean," a father's wel- 
coming words to his newborn 
son: "Sean, I'd say the best 
one came from Tupelo, Mis- 
sissippi / I'll tell you now 

that grown men cry and Irish 
girls are pretty." Ittook me 

a while before | realized that 
opening line was a reference 
to Elvis Presley. Rock 'n 

roll, emotional accessibility, 
the delight taken in pretty 
girls—Sunshine on Leith is a 
celebration of all the good 
things that make the pain and 
heartbreak of being human 
bearable. 

For the Proclaimers, sex is 
the ultimate prayer, faith is 
as natural as fucking, and life 
is best lived in a state of 
grace. 

Back on that opening track, 
in a recilation of the narra- 
tor's promises to his woman— 
"When | wake up Im 
gonna be the man who wakes 
up next to you / And if | 
grow old I'm gonna be 
the man who's growing old 
with you"—the Reids use the 
word haver. It's a Scottish 
slang expression for "talking 
rubbish," something they 
certainly don't do on this 
album. Interestingly, “haver” 
means "friend, comrade, 
companion" in Hebrew— 
words easily applied to Craig 
and Charlie Reid once this 
record gets under your skin 
and works its spell. Og 
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arful of 


new technology. 


Looking at them, youd 
never suspect that carbon 
graphite, kapton and poly- 
propylene are all that 
musical. 

But in the hands of our 
engineers, these disparate 
materials are transformed 
into the most positive proof 
that the State of the Art in 
loudspeakers has dramatic- 
ally advanced. 

Introducing the new RS 
Series by Infinity. 

These six speakers 
embody everything we know 
about the physics of trans- 
forming exotic plastics and 
rare-earth met into music. 

Their technology is 
without peer. Their drivers 


are unlike any you've seen or Mg 


heard before. Even their 
cabinet profiles were shaped 
by our understanding of the 
behavior of soundwaves. 
And yet, the RS Series 
wasnt created for the 
money-is-no-object audio- 


Its price range of only 
$85 to $530 per speaker 


puts the RS Series well 
within the reach of most 
people who simply love lis- 
tening to music. 

Come hear these phe- 
nomenal new speakers now 
at your nearest Infinity 
dealer. And be prepared for 
an earful like you've never 
heard before. 


Infinity. 


We get you back to what its 
all about. Music. 


m 
T p 


fi CONFDENTIAL 


NANCY'S MOM'S 
SECRET LIFE 


A manuscript that has been 
circulated to several 
national magazines claims 
that Nancy Reagan's 
actress mother, Edith 
Luckett, abandoned her 
at age two and 
pursued a "friendship" 
with Alla Nazimova— 
a twenties movie star 
who was Hollywood's 
most prominent 
lesbian 

Nazimova's 
flamboyant sex life, as 
chronicled in Kenneth 
Anger's Hollywood 
Babylon, included an 
affair with Charlie 
Chaplin's child bride 
Mildred Harris, 
"Bohemian gather- 
ings" at the Garden 
of Allah, her Sunset 
Boulevard estate, 
and a string of 
lesbian protégées. 
In the new 
manuscript, Oskar 
Knight (the pseudonym 
of a public-affairs spokesman 
for a federal agency) points 
to a relationship that Anger 
seems to have missed 
Nazimova was Nancy's 
godmother. "She was 'Zim to 
me," Mrs. Reagan observed 
in her 1980 autobiography. 
"Her home eventually became 
the famous Garden of Allah 


BY SHARON CHURCHER 


apartment 
complex." Knight 
finds it curious that a secular 
Jew and established star 
became spiritual adviser to 
the Protestant baby of an 
obscure actress 

"One can only wonder 
what were the dynamics of 


the close friendship that 
sprang up between the 
worldly, powerful, histrionic 
38-year-old Russian lesbian 
and the 21-year-old American 
ingenue," Knight writes. Inter- 
viewing Mrs. Reagan, he 
says she insisted that the two 
women were just "friends 


who "never lived together." 
Mrs. Reagan has said that 
when she was two, her 
mother sent her to live with 
an aunt, because "travel- 
ing around in a stage 
trunk" would have 
been disruptive. Knight 
writes that Edith, 
split from her 
husband, shunted 
aside her daughter in 
1923—the year that 
Nazimova returned to 
New York from Holly- 
wood, where she'd 
dropped a bundle 
producing an all-gay 
movie, Salome. News 
reports then didn't 
place Nazimova in the 
East until 1925, but 
Knight claims his 
account is based on 
original research 
Edith, far from traveling 
constantly, was mostly 
acting in New York, 
he says. 

His manuscript 
was unsold as we 
went to press. But he 
told us that he shared 
its contents with Kitty Kelley, 
the writer who reputedly 
has a $3 million advance for 
her upcoming bio of Nancy. 
He's also sent a copy to Mrs. 
Reagan. "We have no 
comment," says her press 
secretary. "| never discuss 
works in progress," says 
Kelley. 


miffed by Salman Rushdie's 
take on Islam, imagine how 


The Wall Street Journal. The 
paper's foreign editor, Karen 
Elliott House, conducted a 
costly round-the-world 


odyssey and concluded, 
after talks with "several 


hundred leaders and laymen,” 


that the Japanese are sec- 
ond-rate. 
Plagued by the "narrow- 


if the Ayatollah Khomeini was ness of its political vision," 


Japan hasn't ousted the U.S. 
as global top dog “and it 


the Japanese must feel about probably never will," House 


declared under the headline 
“In Politics, Arms and Ideol- 
ogy [Japan] Wields Little 
Influence.” 


The epic—which ate up 
most of the year's foreign- 
travel budget, according to a 
Journal insider—was highly 
prized by the paper's New 
York management, and a 
memo went out to the Hong 
Kong-based Asian edition 
ruling that all five parts of the 
series run on the edition's 
front page. 

"There was quite a ruckus,” 
the insider says, when Asian 
Managing Editor David 


Rosenberg instead consigned 
the first installment ("there 

is a real question . . . whether 
Japan has the legs or the 
lungs to go the distance") to 
back-page obscurity. Out 

of self-preservation, we 
assumed. But Rosenberg 
assures us that he took this 
“editorial decision” simply 
because the memo was late 
in arriving. House, inciden- 
tally, is married to Journal 
Publisher Peter R. Kann. 
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DRUG LORDS" 
ARTFUL 
DODGING 


With profits soaring, New 
York's Colombian cocaine 
lords are showing remark- 
able ethnic loyalty and 
investing in the drawings, 
paintings, and sculpture 

of Fernando Bolero, says 
an art-world expert privy to 
a federal investigation 

into this latest twist in 
money laundering. The 
Colombian-born Botero's 
oeuvre provides everything 
a prosperous narcotics 


An American singer who 


ers in London that Her 
Majesty decrees no noise 
above 60 decibels. A royal 


red when the din goes too 
high, subsiding to green 
when the loyal subjects 
drummer had to play with 


lous!" snorts Н.М. assistant 


performed for Ihe queen at a 
Buckingham Palace birthday 
party has been telling report- 


box of electronic tricks glows — 


subside, the singer says. Her 


brushes, she claims. "Ridicu- 


press secretary, allowing, 


though, that the monarch does 


have ways to deal with 
irksome sound levels. And 


what might those be? "I'm not 


telling you," says the aide. 
British orchestra leader Joe 
Loss, H.M.'s favorite musician, 
won't tell, either. But a hint 
for noisome American 
musicians who want to retain 
royal favor may be Joe's 
observation that "it's elemen- 
tary that you remember what 
type of public youre playing 
to. In the 30 years I've 
played for the queen, I've 
never seen a red light." 


dealer needs— beauty, 
social status (the artist is 
much in demand in the 
US. haut monde), and 
escalating prices. With his 
painting "Musicians" 
reaching $660,000 at 
Christie's, and even small 
oils going for $150,000, 
the feds are looking into the 
operations of a Manhattan 
fine-arts company that. 
buys Boteros for cash. The 
company's owner denies 
any knowledge of the 
probe, adding that drug 
dealers "don't have the 
culture" to buy art. But, our 
expert says, "This is the 
perfect setup for money 
launderers. They wait until 
their Boleros' prices go 
up. and sell for clean 
money." At Marlborough 
Gallery. the firm that's 
Botero's representative, 
David Robinson says, "We 
are very conscious of 

the drug dealers’ interest 
in Botero and we just don't 
deal with them. If they 

are obtaining his work, it's 
not through us.” How 
does Marlborough fend 
off the felons? Easy, 
Robinson says: "We don't 
deal in cash. If you sell 

us a Botero, we pay by 
check." 


MARILYN QUAYLE 
IS “PISSED” 


Days after the inauguration, 
Second Lady Marilyn Quayle 
let it be known that she was 
thinking of resuming her 
career as a lawyer—to the 
consternation of Bush admin- 
istration old guard sorts, 

says a source. "They told her 
to devote herself to white. 
glove good works. She's 
pissed, She's very smart— 
much smarter than Quayle 
and she feels frustrated. 


The Second Lady 
had wanted to 
joina Washing- 
ton law firm but is 
‘rethink- ing," says 


another source in her circle 
"She's seeking counsel from 
other professional women 
who have an interest in this 
administration succeeding, 
re-examining what she should 
do as Second Lady.” Marilyn 
originally practiced law with 
Quayle in Huntington, Indiana, 
where she so outshone him 
that a clerk at the courthouse 
says she "can't recall any 
case in which Quayle was 
involved." The Second Lady 
quit working after their 
second child was born. If she 
isn't allowed to hang out 

her shingle again, confided 
an old chum of hers as we 
went to press, "she may just 
decide to get pregnant again." 


RON'S SKIN 
GAME 


Ronald Reagan's best- 
kept grooming secret can 
now be shared: A White 
House source recalls 

that the president would 
stroll the private quarters at 
1600 Pennsylvania 
smeared in the same kind 
of "globby white face 
mask" favored by wife 
Nancy as a pore cleanser. 
Suzanne Zada, a Los 
Angeles facialist who would 
fly to Washington to do 
Mrs. Reagan's treatments, 
denies any knowledge 

of the glop that appeared 
on the First Kisser from 
time to time during his two 
terms. Perhaps he minis- 
tered to himself? An 
employee at Aida Grey, 
the Beverly Hills skin-care 
firm whose owner tints 
Nancy's eyebrows, tells us 
that Ron would have his 
emissaries pick up. 
supplies of the salon's 
male beauty products for 
his use. The potions were 
stored, says our White 
House spy. in the Reagans' 
private refrigerator. next 

to the cheese and caviar. 
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Highest K And X Band Sensitivity 


Model 976 


I Road & Track's recent test of currently 
available radar detectors, BEL VECTOR 3 
rated number one in both K and X band 
sensitivity. Rarely is one radar detector best 
in both K and X bands. In fact, VECTOR 3 
posted the highest K and X band sensi- 
tivity levels ever recorded! The results 
confirm BEL's performance advantage 


^^. Vector 3 maintains a BEL tradition of 
excellent sensitivity, posting the 
highest figures in this survey for both 

K and X band radar." Road & Track, Nov '88 


It's now clear. BEL technology offers 
unmatched performance. And with today's 
sophisticated radar equipment, nothing is 
more important than the best possible 
performance 


VECTOR 3's performance edge is 
achieved by adapting a technology used in 
military satellite communications. We call it 
Image Rejection Technology, or IRT*. And 
through its use, VECTOR 3 provides a level 
of sensitivity unequaled by any other radar 
detector manufacturer—a definite advan- 
tage for detecting Instant On or Pulsed 
radar. And when Instant On or Pulsed radar 
is encountered, VECTOR 3 warns you with 
a separate audio alert. 


But outstanding sensitivity isn't your only 
advantage. VECTOR 3 also detects Ka band 


BEL VECTOR 3 
Radar 
Detector 


radar, now increasing in use throughout 
the U.S. and Canada. And VECTOR 3 also 
effectively reduces false alerts from non: 
police sources without any loss of sensitivity 
to police radar. 


Sensitivity, dBm/cm" 

Model X-band _ K-band 
BEL Vector 3 117.2 115.6 
‘Audiovox АХА .......... 3041. ...... 939 
Cincinnati 

[reo sears 3068 
Cincinnati М 

MEC (NE E 

RD3170 ...........1134.......1108 
Fultron 15-0900, 
Kraco KRD-16 

Mascot 

Maxon RD25 , 
Radio Shack 

Road Patrol XK . 
Whistler Spectrum 2 . 
Average unit ........... 10.1 . 
‘Source: Road & Track, Nov. 1988 
Conducted by Advanced Product Evaluation 
Laboratory, Inc. 

BEL VECTOR 3 is the only unit in this test that also 
detects Ka band radar, 


Road & Track, Nov. 1988 


The IRT* Difference 


A police radar signal is often buried by 
microwave “noise”, making it invisible to 
ordinary superheterodyne detectors. Image 
Rejection Technology* however, reduces 
this surrounding microwave "noise" 
making the same police radar signal visible 
for early detection 


VECTOR 3 with IRT® 
sees the same signal 
clearly by reducing 

microwave "noise". 


How a conventional 
superheterodyne 
radar detector sees a 
police radar signal. 


Performance this complete also includes 
a long list of features that makes driving 
with VECTOR 3 easy and convenient. 


VECTOR 3 is only $279.95 and comes 
with a full one year warranty on parts and 
service. To order your VECTOR 3, or to 
obtain the name of a dealer near you, just 
call toll-free. 


1-800-341-1401 U.S.A. 
1-800-268-3994 Canada 


a= d 


New European 3 Band radar detectors are now available. Please 
inquire for more information. 


Registered trademark of BEL-TRONICS LIMITED 


EL 


BEL-TRONICS LIMITED 
The Intelligent Choice 
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The Supreme Court these 
days simply does not seem to 
understand the difference 
between books and tuna fish. 


A PTE BEET T PEE DR LSS) 


JUSTICE 


BY ALAN M. DERSHOWI 


During the same week Presi- 
dent Bush condemned the 
Ayatollah Khomeini for threat- 
ening the ultimate form of 
censorship—assassination— 
against author Salman Rush- 
die for publishing his alleg- 
edly "offensive" book The 
Satanic Verses, the United 
States Supreme Court 
approved a penultimate form 
of censorship—the use of 
racketeering laws—against 
another allegedly offensive 
genre of expression, namely 
"obscenity." 

The prosecutor's "nuclear 
weapons," RICO (Racketeer 
Influenced and Corrupt 
Organizations) laws were 
designed to combat Mafia 
infiltration into business, 

a class of cases that are diffi- 
cult to prosecute under 
conventional criminal laws. 
(An Italian-American client of 
mine once complained that 
the very name RICO sug- 
gested the anti-Italian bias 
underlying the statute.) 
Because the RICO statute is 
so powerful a weapon—it 
carries draconian penalties, 
including lengthy imprison- 
ment and forfeiture of virtually 
all the defendant's property— 


Z 


prosecutors quickly expanded 
its scope beyond organized 
crime. Statutory words such 
as "enterprise" and “pattern 
of racketeering"—originally 
intended to describe sophis- 
ticated organized-crime 
activity—were sufficiently 
ambiguous to allow their 
application to other areas. 
White-collar offenders, petit 
thieves, and other "ordinary" 
criminals can now be prose- 
cuted under RICO. As Jus- 
tice John Paul Stevens 
recently put it, "The legal test 
for determining the existence 
of a pattern of racketeering 
activity has been likened 

to Justice [Potter] Stewart's 
famous test for obscenity— 

* know it when | see it!" 

Not surprisingly, state 
prosecutors quickly saw the 
tactical advantages of bring- 
ing RICO prosecutions, 
and lobbied their state legis- 
latures to enact "baby RICO" 
statutes. The Moral Majority 
also got into the act, urging 
that both federal and state 
RICO laws be amended 
to cover obscenity offenses. 

A local prosecutor in Fort 
Wayne, Indiana, recently 
decided to bring a RICO 
prosecution against local 
bookstores that sold adult 
material. To demonstrate how 
far this prosecution has 
stretched the organized-crime 
focus of the original RICO 
statute, I'd like to quote from 
Justice Stevens's dissenting 
opinion: 

“Petitioners are accused of 
selling to the same willing 
purchaser three obscene 
magazines in each of two 
stores. There is no charge 
that anyone engaged in any 
sexual misconduct on peti- 
tioners' premises, that peti- 
tioners displayed or adver- 


tised their inventory in an 
offensive way, that children 
were given access to any 
of their publications or films, 
or that they foisted any 
obscene messages upon 
unwilling recipients.” 

Nor was there any allega- 
tion that the stores were 
controlled by organized crime 
or were in any way public 
nuisances. Indeed, it appears 
that these stores sold primar- 
ily non-obscene material 
and only a few items of 
“obscenity.” 

In fact, as a result of the 
RICO charge being brought, 
the state was permitted 
under local law to seize the 
entire contents of the book- 
stores in order to protect 
the state's interest in disgorg- 
ing all the proceeds, profits, 
and property derived from the 
unlawful RICO “enterprise.” 
The upshot, of course, was to 
put the stores out of business 
and to deny their customers 
the opportunity to buy consti- 
tutionally protected forms 
of expression 

That aspect of the case 
went too far even for the 
current Supreme Court, which 
ruled that before all books 
and films can be seized from 
a store, there at least has 
to be a trial first. Otherwise 
we would have a combination 
of Alice in Wonderland and 
Ayatollah justice: censorship 
first, trial later. But the Court 
upheld the use of RICO 
laws—both federal and 
state—against the sale of a 
few magazines in a couple of 
stores. In doing so, it 
expressly recognized that the 
threat of draconian RICO 
prosecutions will probably 
cause some booksellers 
"to practice self-censorship 
and remove First Amendment 


protected materials from their 
shelves." The criteria for 
a RICO prosecution are now 
so vague that a bookseller 
must speculate—at the risk of 
long imprisonment and bank- 
ruptcy—the "| know it when 
| see it" definitions of both 
RICO and obscenity. But the 
majority of our justices 
essentially said, “So what?" 

The Supreme Court these 
days simply does not seem 
to understand the difference 
between books and tuna 
fish. In a free society, it may 
not matter that a cautious 
supermarket owner would 
remove a questionable can of 
tuna from his shelves in 
order to avoid even the 
slightest possibility of poison- 
ing a customer. But it matters 
greatly when booksellers 
remove a constitutionally pro- 
tected book, film, or maga- 
zine from their shelves for 
fear that a jury might find it 
obscene and convict them of 
a RICO violation 

It is not surprising that the 
Ayatollah Khomeini has 
trouble with that distinction— 
for him, the poisoning of 
the soul is as deadly as the 
poisoning of the body. Nor 
can we count on the courage 
of booksellers, as evidenced 
by the quick capitulation of 
some of the largest bookstore 
chains to threats of violence 
by Khomeini. Such capitula- 
tion was reminiscent of how 
quickly certain convenience 
stores caved into threats 
from the Meese Commission 
and the Moral Majority. But 
the Supreme Court of a nation 
conceived in liberty should 
know better than to put out 
judicial contracts on book- 
sellers whose only crime 
is selling adult material to 
consenting adults. Ct 
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Today's college grads may be 

able to dismantle and reassemble a computer 
blindfolded, but they'd be 

stumped to put together a decent breakfast. 


HERLTH 


BY GARY NULL 


The health of today's average 
college student is remarkably 
poor. Americans spend 
thousands of dollars on higher 
education with the assump- 
tion that they will emerge four 
years later with the knowl- 
edge and skills they'll need 
to start on the path to a 
rewarding career and a 
happy life. Yet in those four 
expensive years, most grad- 
uating seniors have learned 
nothing about taking care 
of their own health. They 
might be able to dismantle 
and reassemble a computer 
blindfolded, but they'd be 
stumped to put together 
a decent breakfast 

College life and the habits 
acquired there lead to five 
common problems: recurring 
fatigue, episodic reactive 
hypoglycemia, food allergies, 
malnutrition, and an un- 
healthy hyperactive lifestyle. 

1. Recurring fatigue. The 
majority of students with this 
ailment have sluggish adre- 
nal-gland function. They're 
tired in the morning, even 
after a full night's sleep, and 
reach for a fix of caffeine 
(usually coffee, tea, or a soft 
drink) to get them moving. 
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The caffeine stimulates the 
adrenals, producing some 
temporary energy, but this 
habit wears out the glands’ 
natural ability to energize 
the body. 

2. Episodic reactive 
hypoglycemia. This is the 
medical term for the blood's 
glucose level falling too 
low in episodic drops. When 
the brain's glucose supply 
is diminished, students may 
experience headaches, an 
inability to concentrate, low 
energy, and even bouts of 
sadness or physical discom- 
fort. Part of the origin of 
hypoglycemia is the high 
intake of simple sugars, such 
as cookies, candy bars, 
and soft drinks. 

3. Food allergies. Many 
students develop sensitivities 
to foods they often eat. If 
the digestive system is 
assaulted with milk, for 
instance, day in and day out 
over weeks and months, it 
may rebel by building up an 
intolerance to the food. It 
is not surprising that wheat, 
cheese, and tomatoes head 
the list for "allergy honors" 
among college students, 
given their great fondness for 
pizza. Food sensitivities are 
difficult to pinpoint because 
an allergic reaction may 
Occur as much as 24 to 48 
hours later. In addition, food 
reactions vary among indi- 
viduals. One student reacting 
to wheat may get headaches, 
another might experience 
postnasal drip, while a third 
student might experience 
insomnia. 

4. Malnutrition. Although 
there is no shortage of food 
on American campuses, 
students eating habits are 
frequently so distorted that 
they are actually deficient in 


many essential nutrients. 
Students rely heavily on low- 
nutrient quick foods, like 
hamburgers and french fries. 
Their nutrient levels are 
further reduced by the caf- 
feine habit that actively 
destroys or antagonizes the 
body's store of vitamins 
and minerals. The most com- 
mon deficiencies are in 
chromium, zinc, manganese, 
magnesium, and B vitamins. 

5. Hyperactive lifestyle. 
The demands of college life 
can overtax the body. The 
competitive atmosphere 
оп campus— coupled with 
pressure from parents 
expecting high grades and 
from accumulating loan 
debts—can be wearing. In 
addition, there is usually 
social stress associated with 
peer pressure, romantic 
and sexual relationships, and 
campus activities. 

If this year's graduating 
class is to take full advantage 
of all they have learned, 
they must unlearn such 
unhealthy habits that sap 
energy and cloud mental 
processes. Although the 
stresses of job hunting and 
interviewing may encourage 
the continuation of these 
bad habits, college gradua- 
tion is a good time to pat 
oneself on the back for the 
achievement of earning a 
degree, take stock of one's 
life, and ask, "What do | need 
to get where | want to go?" 
With no professors to offer 
guidance, it's up to the grad- 
uate to find his or her own 
way. The most appropriate 
starting point is to assess 
your health before setting out 
on that awesome journey. 
Here are some basics to get 
you started 

1. Rebalance energy. In 


order to restore a consistent 
energy level, consider the 
following: First, eliminate all 
caffeine, even that one cup of 
coffee in the morning. Be 
aware of caffeine hiding in 
other foods, too, such as diet 
sodas and chocolate. Sec- 
ond, reduce stress through 
meditation, biofeedback, 
yoga, or by listening to sub- 
liminal tape messages. Third, 
try these nutritional supple- 
ments, which are known 

to aid the body in rebuilding 
energy-related functions: 
vitamin C, pantothenic acid 
(В.), and other B vitamins. 

2. Correct hypoglycemic 
tendencies. First, stop eating 
sweets. Second, have smaller, 
more frequent, and more 
nutritious meals. 

3. Correct food allergies. 
You must first determine 
which foods cause allergic 
reactions. This can be 
deduced by removing various. 
foods one by one from the 
diet and noting how general 
well-being changes. After 
identifying the culprits, the 
food may be reintroduced 
gradually and in moderate 
quantities. 

4. Practice good nutrition. 
The better part of your daily 
caloric intake should consist 
of complex carbohydrates, 
25 percent protein, and 15 to 
20 percent fat. 

5. Adjust your lifestyle. A 
first job or post-graduate 
study may be just as hectic 
and demanding as college, if 
not more so. In order to 
restore and maintain optimal 
health, lifestyle adjust- 
ments— particularly stress 
reduction and better eating 
habits—must be made to 
achieve a calmer, more 
balanced relationship with 
the work environment.O4—x 


Cool Blue. 


ut^ There is cool. And then theres the all new 
ran a Katana 750. An amazing display of technology 
f for the rider in search of both performance and 
maximum riding comfort. This machine sacri- 
fices nothing. Out of the blue, the dream has come true. It welcomes the 
long, lonely ribbon of open highway, a cool city cruise or two-up touring 
through the country Supplying all of that versatile power is a highly refined 
engine based on the track-proven GSX-R750. 
Comfort is a breeze on a Katana 750. A comfortable one-piece seat, 
a riding position that wont get you bent out of shape and a fairing that 
helps keep the rider and passenger cool during their sporttouring 
travels all add up to a riding sensation like you've never experienced. 
The new Katana 750 keeps you cool, calm and collected in maximum 
comfort and total performance. And 


the versatile 750 will have any true 
blue rider saying...“ Right On, Suzuki.” SUZUKI. 


For the name of your nearest Suzuki Motorcycle and ATV dealer call: 1-800-255-2550. 
Please ride safely. Read your owners manual carefi ear a heln rotection, and protective riding apparel. Remember, riding and alcohol 
you call the Motorcycle Safety Foundation at 1-800-447-4700. 


or drugs dont mix. Take a riding skills course. For the course near 
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What do graduates want most 


as a reward for four 


years of unrestrained hedonism 


and self-indulgence? 


BY JEROME TUCCILLE 


Father's Day falls on the 18th 
of this June, a day those of 
you with children might 
be looking forward to. June is 
also the month most gradua- 
tion ceremonies take place. 
As someone with a son 
who graduated from college 
two years ago and a daugh- 
ter halfway through, | can 
State categorically that as 
usual, the overwhelming 
majority of fathers will be 
doing far more giving than 
receiving. 

The question is: What do 
graduates want most as 
a reward for earning a piece. 
of parchment despite four 
years of unrestrained hedo- 
nism and self-indulgence? 

With few exceptions, the 
answer is usually a car and/or 
money. Depending on the 
size of your budget and the 
depth of your individual 
pockets, there are worse 
things you can do than give 
your graduate a start in life 
with a financial gift. Cars 
have a habit of breaking 
down and depreciating in 
value. If your kid needs one, 
fine—they're a necessity 
of modern life, But money, if 
invested properly, appreciates 
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and increases our net worth 

It is ordinarily a mistake, 
however, to simply hand over 
a lump sum of cash to a 
teenager or young adult who 
has no experience handling 
it. Chances are, he or she will 
blow it on some pet whim 
and wind up broke six months 
later. The trick is to give the 
money—and not give it at the 
same time. In other words, 
to present the graduate with 
title to an investment portfolio 
that will appreciate during a 
set period until. presumably, 
your son or daughter has 
matured sufficiently to enjoy 
the wonders of a growing 
asset. 

An important principle to 
keep in mind is the Rule 
of 72, This is a simple formula 
to determine how long it 
will take an investment to 
double in value at a fixed rate 
of interest that is reinvested 
and compounded. You just 
divide the number 72 by 
the rate of interest you are 
getting, and the answer is the 
approximate number of 
years it will take the invest- 
ment to double. For example, 
if you have a CD paying 7.2 
percent and the interest 
is reinvested and com- 
pounded, you will double 
your money in ten years. 

Today treasury notes 
(treasury bills, notes, and 
bonds are considered the 
safest investments of all) 
are paying in the neigh- 
borhood of nine percent. 
Using the Rule of 72, we see 
that money put in treasuries 
now will double in roughly 
eight years (I say "roughly" 
because the Rule of 72 
is predicated on the rein- 
vested interest earning the 
same rate of return as Ihe 
original investment; since 


rates fluctuate, the money will 
double in less time if rates 
go up, and slightly more time 
if rates go down). 

One of the best ways to 
buy treasuries for your grad- 
uate is in the form of zero 
coupon notes or bonds. 
Since interest on them is dis- 
counted rather than paid 
out semi-annually, as is the 
case with regular notes, 
you can buy them at a deep 
discount lo their face value. 
To use an example, if you are 
giving a graduate a gift that 
you want to double in eight 
years, you can buy a zero 
coupon treasury paying nine 
percent that matures in eight 
years for about 50 cents 
on the dollar. So $500 
invested today becomes 
$1,000 eight years later, 
$1,000 will turn into $2,000, 
$5,000 into $10,000, and 
So on. 

The beauty of this is that 
you can hand your son or 
daughter a certificate that 
cost you only half as much as 
its stated face value. "Here 
is a gift of $5,000. The only 
stipulation is that you hold the 
certificate until you're 30 
(26 in the case of a high 
school graduate), when you 
can redeem it for the full 
amount." You've given a 
$5,000 present, in this 
instance, that cost you only 
$2,500. 

If you choose to do so, you 
can stagger the maturities 
so that some money comes 
due in a shorter period and 
other amounts are redeemed 
every two or three years 
thereafter. You might put $500 
in a three-year note, another 
$500 in a six-year nole, $500 
in a ten-year, $500 in a 13- 
year, and $500 in a 16-year 
coupon. Everybody's budget 


is different, and it is up to 
you to decide how much you 
can afford to give. Vary the 
amounts accordingly. 

Those who want to acquaint 
their children with a little 
risk may prefer to diversify. 
Let's say you've decided 
lo give your graduate a gift 
worth $1,000. Put $500 into a 
zero coupon note maturing 
in eight years and $500 into a 
Stock—100 shares of a $5 
Stock or ten shares of a $50 
Stock. In eight years the $500 
note investment will be worth 
$1,000 and the stock will 
have gone either up or down 
in value. Even if the stock 
falls to zero—a worst-case 
scenario—they will get the 
$1.000 when Ihe note 
matures. 

Obviously the more money 
you have, the more you can 
diversify. A larger portfolio 
might include a $500 zero 
coupon note; $500 worth of 
Stock; a one-ounce gold coin 
that costs, say, $400 or 
$500; $500 in a money mar- 
ket fund; etc. Over a period 
of time, your graduate will 
have an opportunity to see 
which investment performed 
the best. Perhaps the note 
gave the best rate of return. 
Or the stock. Or the gold. 
With diversification, your gift 
becomes an educational 
experience as well as an 
expression of pride and love. 
By observing his or her 
money at work under chang- 
ing economic and political 
conditions, your graduate will 
see what type of investments 
do best—and which poorly— 
in various environments. 

By teaching your children 
about money, with any luck 
they'll be better equipped to 
lake care of you in your old 


age.Ot—a 
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Now and then, a fine spirit can evoke the very essence of 
the land that produced it. So it is with Canadian Mist, America's 

number one Canadian. Pleasingly mellow. Yet clean, honest, and true. 
Like Canada itself. When it's at its best. 


|| SMOOTH, 
77 MELLOW 


Со. Canadian Whisky A Blend 40% Alc. by Volume, Louse, KY © 1989 


For the first time, Grand Prix superstar 
Al Unser, Jr., talks openly about love and danger and 
competition, and what it's been like running 

wheel to wheel at 200 m.p.h. against his own dad 


SPORTING LIFE 


BY PETER MANSO 


Whether at Indianapolis. 
Long Beach, or the Meadow- 
lands Grand Prix, wherever 
auto-racing mavens congre- 
gate, there is little difference 
of opinion on the subject 

of Al Unser, Jr. He is almost 
universally regarded as 

the best of the "new genera- 
tion” of drivers. At 27, he 

has already competed in 
almost every venue of motor 
sport America has to offer, 
working his way up from go- 
carts and Outlaw sprint 

cars to win the National Super- 
Vee and Can-Am champion- 
ships, and indeed, he finished 
second in the CART Indy 
Car Championship by the 
close of his third full season 
He has also won the presti- 
gious 24-Hour Daytona for 
world-class sports cars. 
driving an outdated Porsche 
962 with LeMans winners 
Derek Bell and Al Holbert, and 
has twice captured the Inter- 
national Race Of Champions 
(IROC) series. Although he 
again finished second in 

the National Indy Car 
Championship last season, 
what he has not yet scored is 
a clear-cut vietory in the 
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Indy 500, despite having 
come within a hairbreadth on 
at least two occasions 

Again, though, for yardbirds 
it is only a question of time. 
Unser is the once and future 
king—no question, no 
argument. 

Yet not only is "Little Al," as 
he is known to friends, 
aggressively intelligent behind 
the wheel, he is also an 
Unser, the standard-bearer 
for America's most legendary 
in, Al senior, his 
father, has won the Memorial 
Day classic four times, while 
Uncle Bobby Unser has three 
Indy 500 victories to his 
credit. Between the two of 
them, the family lays claim to 
five national championships. 
plus scores of wins at 
virtually every racetra 
the nation, from du: 
fairground ovals to the 
ing Pikes Peak hill climb. 
There's no doubt that Little Al 
sees himself as upholding 
the family tradition. That he is 
also one of the most articu: 
late and vocal race drivers 
п the history of the sport 
takes it all a step further, 
especially as he insists on 


k in 


ruel- 


being his own man, somehow 
broader, sofler, and more 
thoughtful than the tradition- 
ally macho racer. From his 
home in his native Albuquer- 
que. he spoke openly not 
only about racing, but also 
what it's meant to grow up as 
an Unser—about love, 
danger, and competition, and 
indeed, what it 
running wheel to wheel at 200 
miles per hour against his 
own dad 


MORTALITY 
Uncle Jerry died at Indy, you 


know. Then Uncle Louis 
started racing and got MS. 
Dad and Uncle Bobby went 
through the hospitals as 
well as the winner's circle, 
and all of it kind of brought us 
together because of the 
fact that you could die. Jerry's 
death had proved that racing 
could be detrimental to the 
Unsers, and |'m sure it opened 
up everyone's eyes, all the 
way to Grandpa Jerry, who'd 
pushed racing. They never 
lalk about it, though 

| never thought about Dad 
being killed in a race car. 
The other guy always crashed. 
not Dad. And when he did 
hit the wall he always seemed 
to walk away. It's only as 
I've gotten older that I've 
started to worry about Dad 
dying, crashing, whatever, 
largely because l'm under. 
standing more about the 
sport 


MARRIAGE 

Grandpa Jerry had two 
divorces, three marriages. 
Uncle Bobby had two. Dad 
has had two, and Bobby 
junior has also been divorced. 


| Divorce seems to run in the 


family. Dad and Uncle Bobby 
are alder and wiser than | 


am, but there are some things | 


that | look at a lot differently 
than they do. Every successful 
marriage has to be a two 


| way street, and | try to do that 


as much as | can. For my 
father and uncle, a marriage 
goes only one way—their 
way. 

| bring the pressures home, 
but | won't let my home 
come into my race car—nor 
my sponsors interests, either. 
You push anything, every- 
thing aside in order not to wind 
up in a wheelchair. It's been 
a gradual thing, learning 
what's business and what's 


home. | used to walk around 
biting the inside of my mouth. 
Someone could be watching 
the news on TV, even in 

our country place up in the 
mountains, and I'd be talking 
about the races, totally in a 
world of my own. When it's a 
bad time, like we're in a 
hotel room and it's the night 
before the race and one 

of the kids is crying . . . well, 
maybe I've just started to 
get better at dealing with it 


AL SENIOR AND SHELLEY 
My dad taught me how to live 
my life. Whether you were a 
success or a failure, the 

goal was to be your own man. 
| love him and won't ever let 
anyone knock him, but Dad 


doesn't tell me how to raise 
my kids or spend my money. 
When it came time to let 

go of me, he let go. With diffi- 
Culty. It took place when | 
left Albuquerque in a U-Haul 
truck, with $600 in my 
pocket, October '80. He was 
standing at the door, shaking 
his head. I'd upset the whole 
plan, see, moving in with 
Shelley. My dad said Shelley 
was too headstrong for me. 
And I'm telling him, “Hey, I'm 
going my own way on this 


one," and that's when | moved 
away. Which is when it was 
toughest on my dad. He was 
telling me not to get married 
and | was jumping in with 
both feet. “You've known this 
girl for three or four months, 
and now you want to spend 
the rest of your life with her? 
How do you know what life 
is? You're only 19 years old.” 
What brought him around 
was seeing that | was happy. 
But Shelley had my whole 
family to deal with, not just my 
dad. Uncle Bobby just gives 
his opinion, always. One 
day he told me, "Son, why go 
out and pay for the milk 
when you can get it for free? 
Why do that?” But even 
after the wedding, Dad was 
calling every morning to 
wake me up. He was lonely, 
everything, you name It. | 
wasn't there. 


LIVING UP TO THE UNSER 
MYTH 
The Unser myth? What's the 
Unser myth? | was condi- 
tioned, sure. But by the time | 
was 16 or 17, | realized that 
it was okay. When | was 
nine or ten, no, | didn't know 
what was happening. It 
didn't matter, though. Dad 
taught me to be successful, 
and if | was conditioned 
by anything, it was that. As 
far as keeping up the Unser 
name, it's an ego thing for 
my Uncle Bobby much more 
than it is for me or my father, 
As for Uncle Bobby—I 
wouldn't be driving race cars 
today without him. | mean, 
he's even told Shelley she 
needs to have more boys. 
He's the family patriarch, and 
he lets everybody know 
he's boss 

If | had Uncle Bobby as my 
father, most of my energy 
would be directed toward 


pleasing him instead of 
winning races. | had to please 
Dad, but he's nowhere near 
Uncle Bobby. Nothing can 
satisfy Uncle Bobby. You 
could win three champion- 
ships and he'd tell you to do 
it again. It comes from 
Grandpa. Nobody could ever 
satisfy Grandpa, either. 

| love racing, and that's 
why | win races. Granted, | 
did it for my dad when | 
was racing go-carts, but then 
as | got more and more into 
sprint cars, it was for me, 
not Dad. Dad was involved, 
sure. But the heaviest picture 
when I'd win, the first thing 
that hit me, was “I've done it." 
The second thing was "Dad's 
gonna be happy." 


HIS SON, "MINI AL" 

| don't know if he's going to 
be a race-car driver, but he'll 
race as a youngster. Later, 

if he doesn't want to race. 
okay—but he better be the 
best at whatever he chooses 
| want him to be successful 
to be No. 1 


COMPETITION BETWEEN 
AL JUNIOR AND AL SENIOR 
Tamiami was the first time 
the pressure between me and 


Dad as competitors came 
into the house. This was 
when we were going head to 
head for the National 
Championship in '85. Do I 
want a replay of that scene, a 
rematch? Absolutely not. It 
was too hard on both of us— 
during, before, and after. 
Remember, he stood to take 
something from me that | 
wanted very badly. The two 
weeks before the race we 
said hello and good-bye and 
that was it, and when we 

did make contact, it was totally 
false. Afterwards it took 
months before we were able 
to talk about it. I'd walk into 
his house and see the trophy 
and say, "That's mine. You 
took it." He'd laugh, Га laugh, 
but there was a real under- 
current. The thing that finally 
let it all loose was when | 

told him, “Dad, it doesn’t 
matter that you're the one who 
took it from me, because | 
was meant to finish second 
and it just happened to be 
you who was driving the 
yellow car that outran me. We 
were both trying.” 

He couldn't have given it to 
me. My grandpa raised him 
to be way different, and 
he raised me to be different — 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 108 


We said we'd be in touch, but 

we knew full well that we would not, 
that our lives had sufficiently 
diverged for better or for worse. 


FINAL STRAW 


BY LEWIS BURKE FRUMKES 


| recently attended my son's 
high school graduation and 
watched proudly as he said 
good-bye to other members 
of his species, "Freshmouthi- 
cus Americanus," one final 
time. | reflected briefly on his 
last 12 years spent locked 

in his room trying valiantly to 
communicate with aliens 
from other galaxies by turning 
up his stereo loud enough 
so they could hear it. 

As | approach the venera- 
ble age of 50 from its under- 
side, | burn with nostalgic 
curiosity about my own 
companions of yore. | want to 
know whatever happened 
to Big Earl from high school. 
who could fell a grizzly bear 
with one blow from his 
mighty fist, and whether in 
"real life" he has turned into a 
professional football player, 
insurance salesman, or 
blacksmith, or is just spend- 
ing his time punching out 
bears like in the old days. And 
where is sultry, super-sexy 
Mary Jo McGilligan, the 
cheerleader who was a cross 
between Marilyn Monroe 
and Li'l Abner's Daisy Mae, 
only bigger and better, and 
who reputedly entertained the 
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entire football team behind 
the grandstand late one 
Saturday afternoon? | have 
been dutifully looking for 

her on movie screens, 
Broadway stages, and TV for 
years now. 

Is it possible the C.I.A 
found her first and has been 
using her to extract secrets 
from the K.G.B.? Or, after all 
was said and done, did she 
finally settle down with her 
black-leather-jacketed boy- 
friend, the leader of the 
Satans, from whom everyone 
tried to save her (he would 
amount to nothing, he had 
pimples, he killed people for 
fun), to no avail? | recently 
heard a rumor that Mick "the 
Bone" is now the C.E.O. of 
a giant octopus conglomerate 
whose tentacles extend 
halfway around the globe. 
Maybe Mary Jo made the 
right decision after all 

Still, | can understand 
some peoples reluctance to 
actively seek out friends 
or classmates from the past. 
They wish to remember 
these individuals as they were 
30 or 40 years ago, to etch 
them into their memories—the 
way they looked, the way 
they acted, their kinks and 
idiosyncrasies— never to 
change. Over the years they 
have made new friends 
and new lives—they do not 
want the past to intrude 
into the present. And with 
justification 

Not long ago, my wife and 
| stopped to have lunch on 
Madison Avenue. Three 
pleasant but matronly ladies 
sat down at the next table 
and began to converse 
in conspiratorial tones, all the 
while casting glances in 
our direction. Suddenly one 
of the ladies addressed 


me, saying, "Lewis? Lewis 
Frumkes?" 

To which I replied, "Yes, | 
am Lewis Frumkes. Do | 
know you?" 

After a flurry of giggles, the 
lady answered, "Lewis, don't 
you recognize us? I'm Arlene, 
and that's Marilyn, and this 
is Linda." 

"Omigod!" | exclaimed. "Of 
course | do. How are you? 
What have you been up to all 
these years?" 

And indeed | was delighted 
and excited by this chance 
meeting, if surprised by their 
appearance. While they 
were not unattractive ladies, 
they little resembled the 
girls | remembered. They 
were middle-aged women 
heavier than when | knew 
them, with hair that was either 
gray or turning gray. Each 
now had children that were 
older than we were when 
we had last seen one another. 
| introduced the girls to my 
wife, then Arlene, Marilyn, 
Linda, and | spent a few 
moments reminiscing about 
the fifties, finding out who 
of the gang any of us had run 
into recently or still kept in 
contact with. Then we said 
we'd be in touch and went 
back to our respective con- 
versations knowing full well 
that we would not, that our 
lives had sufficiently diverged, 
for better or for worse, so 
that the past could never 
again be recaptured or con- 
jured up as anything more 
than a temporary illusion 

And then the following week 
| ran into Jennifer on the 
street. Jennifer, my confidante 
from 35 years ago. Jennifer, 
who knew me better than any 
psychoanalyst ever could, 
to whom | had confessed my 
darkest and deepest 


secrets—that | really did love 
Patti B., even though she 
didn't know it; that | was 
furious with Kenny M. for dar- 
ing to even look at her; that 
my IQ had been revealed 
to me in a dream, and it was 
323. Jennifer, who under- 
stood me, made me laugh 
and feel better, and with 
whom | had playfully even 
petted once or twice under 
the quise of good friendship 
and then gently slipped my 
hand under her skirt. This 
Jennifer didn't even recognize 
me. And when | physically 
stopped her and expressed 
my joy at having bumped into 
her, she tried to rush past 
me, telling me she was late for 
a meeting with her spiritual- 
ist, was running low on drugs 
and was | into, like, coke? 
And the truth is, she looked 
worse than she sounded— 
and she sounded awful—and 
| regretted our meeting and 
cursed the fates and resolved 
to let the past stay buried 
That was until | received a 
letter the other day about 
a forthcoming 30-year high 
school reunion. And | found 
myself musing about Wicked 
Emily and Walter and Socky 
and Eddie Brown, wondering 
what they were all doing, 
whom they might have mar- 
ried, and what each of them 
probably looks like today. 
And soon | was sending back 
the reply card saying "Yes 
I'd be happy to attend,” and 
recalling my blind crush 
on Merry What 's-her-name, 
who became Miss Rhinegold, 
and my best friend writing 
in my yearbook, "In the 
golden chain of friendship, 
regard me as a link,” and 
thinking lasciviously, what the 
devil ever did happen to 
Mary Jo McGilligan?O4—m 
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Choose your favorite JOB size: 
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pure gummed...and 
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smooth burning, 
tobacco smoking pleasure. 


Obviously,the first step in your on-the-job- 
training is most important. Your choice of 
JOB Silver means you've picked the thin- 
nest, lightest, finest quality rolling paper 
available today. Only then can you sit back 
and enjoy some real job satisfaction... 
with the JOB that's right for you. 
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POWER 
GAMES 
BY GERARD 
VAN DER LEUN 


Every so often the 
electronic wizards of 
our era come up with 
something that seems 
like magic. This year it 
has to be Broderbund's 
U-Force video-game 
controller. Designed to 
work with the Nintendo 
Entertainment System, 
U-Force is a novel 
game controller— 


your hands touch 
nothing at all. You simply 
move your hands 
within the field gener- 
ated by U-Force. The 
controller detects the 
movements and 
translates them into 

the game's action 

Now Nintendo players 
can say with some 
authority, "Look, Ma, no 
hands!" About $70. 


Bang & Olufsen's new 
Beosystem 4500 is 

one of the highest- 
quality stereo systems 
available today. 
Completely wall-mount- 
able, it consists of a 
receiver, compact-disc 
player, cassette 
recorder, and turnta- 
ble—all of which are 
remote controlled. 
Retailing at more than 
$5,000, it might seem 
expensive, but since 
you won't need to buy 
another system for 

at least 100 years, it's a 
bargain 


For those confused 
about the facts on fax, 
we'd advise you take 

a close look at 
Panasonic's total phone. 
Both the KX-F120 and 
the KX-F100 feature 
Auto-Logic phone- 
answering systems with 
remote control, Speak- 


erphone, ten memory 
numbers, as well as fa 
capability to send 

and receive with a five 
page document feede 
a copier function, and 
automatic voice-data 
switching 
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KEYED IN 

For full-featured sound 
at the right price, play 

a few chords on Casio's 
MT-240 Tone Bank 
electronic keyboard. 
Some of its many high- 
quality features are 

full MIDI in-out capabil- 
ity; 20 full instrument 


=== чт MIDI тше сө мели» 


sounds with Tone Bank 
ability, giving you up 
to 210 different combi- 
nations; 20 different 
programmable rhythms; 
and dual speakers 
with stereo delay and 
panning. In short, a 
small orchestra for less 
than $200 


SOUNDS ALIVE 

The Magnasphere Nova 
system consists of 
two speakers and a fully 
powered sub-woofer 
module. Phased 
magnetic drivers within 
the spheres virtually 
radiate sound in all 
directions. The sound's 
foundation is the formi- 
dable black cubical 
sub-woofer. The system 
costs around $6,000. 


e Casiotone MT-240 
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Th CK PL Mn Te 
BY EMILY PRAGER 


strange new America. An America in which it's worth 

your life to be a writer, avowed white supremacists are 
holding office, and corporate responsibility and constitutional 
principle are in a standoff. It is an America in which freedom, 
usually taken for granted, is suddenly on the line. The good 
news is, the eagle's mouth is finally wide open and screaming. 
The bad news is, you're walking right into it. 

If you ask me, you're lucky. The last eight graduating classes 
entered an America where only money was important Under 
the Reagan administration, money was equated with freedom. 
But that was half-true. Money is a currency. Freedom is a feel- 
ing. Apples and endive, you know? For a long time now, Amer- 
icans have felt their freedom eroding—through crime, home- 
lessness, illiteracy, drug dependency, real estate gouging. It 
took the Ayatollah Khomeini to tip the balance and start the 
questioning. I'd like to thank him for that. And more, I'd like him 
to be my PR. person on my next book 

In his call for the assassination of Salman Rushdie—author 
of The Satanic Verses, a work of fiction—the Ayatollah was 
working on his own agenda of freedom. In the Muslim world, 
abused, belittled, disenfran- 
chised, chaotic, the pressure 
has been building for years. 
Rushdie's book—and by exten- 
sion himself—has become the 
straw that broke the camel's 
back. But it is not the two-ton 
burden beneath that straw. The 
book and its author have be- 
come the catalyst for a tremen- 
dous scream of agony and frus- 
tration from the Muslim world. 
But sadly, the destruction of a 
book-and its author cannot 
ameliorate the problems of a 
people mired in chaos and war. 
The Ayatollah knows that, but he 
also knows that it can tip the 
perceptual balance and that, on 
both sides of the world, it has 
done so. 

The Rushdie incident has 
shown that the America you are 
graduating into is deeply con- 
fused. Once a nation in which 


T: of you who graduate this June will be entering a 


standing up for freedom was almost genetic, the new corpo- 
rate America works differently. The decision of the book chains 
to remove Rushdies work from the shelves. the refusal of 
American book publishers to speak out loud and clear and by 
name in support of freedom of the press or freedom of speech, 
was attributed by both corporate groups to corporate re- 
sponsibility—fears for employee safety. What "employee 
safety" means in corporate terms is that if someone is hurt on 
the job, the corporation is liable. It isn't simply altruism. Daily 
bomb threats and intimidation in the aftermath of the Pan Am 
crash in Lockerbie, Scotland, convinced the corporate law- 
yers that drawing in, remaining unprovocative, was the answer. 
This is rational, corporate good sense. The problem is that in 
America, we have always believed that where our constitu- 
tional freedoms are concerned, individual safety must be sac- 
rificed. We fought two world wars, the Korean War, and the 
Vietnam War based on this belief. But of course, putting your 
life on the line for what you believe in can never be part of the 
corporate big picture. 

But there is more to it. You are entering an America where 
racism is on the rise. The belief that all Muslims are fanatics 
and terrorists, even our own 
Muslim American citizens, is the 
covert reasoning behind the fear 
and reticence exhibited by the 
corporate publishing industry. 
To think that it only takes one 
word from the Ayatollah to make 
thousands of Muslim American 
taxpayers rise up and kill is 
paranoid and ignorant in the ex- 
treme. It only takes one nut to 
phone in a bomb threat, one nut 
lo firebomb a bookstore. 

How do we protect our free- 
dom in the slick, corporate age, 
in a period when America is fi- 
nancial al risk and our per- 
sonal liberty is sorely eroding? 
Do we perhaps value the larger 
freedoms less, now that our 
quality of life has diminished? 

It is on your energy and en- 
thusiasm that the next 20 years 
will be built. Good luck to 
you 
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BY BABS LEFRAK 


This time of year, we get a 
little sentimental around here. 
Thoughts turn to fathers 
and the shared experiences 
of dads and their sons. I've 
come up with some books 
that capture those moments 
and would make good gifts 
from appreciative offspring 

Remember trips to the 
ballpark when you were little? 
After the hot dogs and so- 
das, right around the fifth 
inning, Dad would shout out 
atthe guy coming down 

and the "pass 
ize box of Cracker 

Jacks would come hurtling 
through the air. Why were the 
peanuts always at the bot- 
tom? Anyhow, with great 
ceremony, Dad would dig 
through the box and pull out 
the prize—that miniature 
maze with three tiny balls that 
had to be steered from the 
mouse to the cheese, or 
the optical-illusion spin top, 


or best of all, rub-on tattoos. . 


Alex Jaramillo has collected 
a huge assortment of these 
goodies in his book Cracker 
Jack Prizes (Abbeville Press) 
that will send you searching 
for a box of the treat, just 
to rip open for the gift inside. 
Now when you go to the 
stadium with Dad, the dogs 
and peanuts are probably 
accompanied by a frosty 
brew. While many of the beers 
2 sampled in Christopher 
Finch's Beer: A Con- 
noisseur's 
Guide to the 
Worla's Best 
(also from 
Abbe- 
ville) 
are not 
avail- 


able at your local ball- 
park, they can be found 
atan ever-increasing 
number of bars and 
restaurants. 
Finch has com- 
piled a listing 
of national six- 
packs— 
the best 
beers from 
Irelarid's 
Beamish 
Cream 
Stout to 
China's 
Xingu 
Black—that 
should provide you and 
Dad with fodder for many 

a taste test. A 

If a day on the links is more 
your father's style than an 
afternoon in the bleachers, 
two books ought to cry out his 
name. The Golf Courses of 
the Monterey Peninsula 
by Udo Machat (Simon & 
Schuster) offers a fantastic 
view of what some people 
believe are the most beautiful 
and challenging courses in 
the world, including Pebble 
Beach, Cypress Point, and 
Spyglass Hill. This.book 
will enable Dad to take the 
golf vacation of his dreams, 
and maybe even break par 
in the process. 

When he returns from his 
round, whether real or imag- 
ined, there will of course 
be the stories of the putts 
missed by inches and the bird 
that redirected the flight of 
his near-perfect drive. If you 
think his stories are wild, 
how about Perfect Lies: A 
Century of Great Golf Stories, 
edited by William Hallberg 
(Doubleday)? This volume in- 
cludes stories by F. Scott 
Fitzgerald, Р. С. Wodehouse, 
and John Updike, all writing 
about one of the most be- 


“me amous | 


and exasper- 
ating games known to man 
Finally, back at the 19th 
hole, Dad might want to take 
a look at Schumann's Tropi- 
cal Bar Book (Stewart, Tabori 
& Chang). Maybe he's able 
to mix the perfect martini, but 
needs some work on the 
ideal daiquiri, margarita, or 
other Latin potable. This 
is the book for him—an illus- 
trated guide that includes 
over 150 recipes and infor- 
mation on the origins of 
all those cool tonics that may 
not improve his short game, 
but will go down smoothly 
and salve the spirit. 


BY SEAN O'BRIEN 


“Dear Mr. O'Brien,” the letter 
began. "After reviewing the 
qualifications of all the appli- 
cants, we have decided 

that it would be inappropriate 
for us to grant you an inter- 
view at this time." Inappro- 
priate! In one sentence, not 
only did the company deny 


me an interview, but had 
managed to belittle my cre- 
dentials as well. Who did 
this small advertising firm 
think they were, anyway? 

Fortunately, my Wall of 
Shame was adorned only by 
this single rejection letter. 
Don't let me mislead you. I 
had not received positive 
responses from the other 
companies | applied to, but 
had merely refused to subju- 
gate myself to the demean- 
ing process of campus re- 
cruiting or the stressful 
experience of job hunting. As 
a result, after | graduate 
this month | will not have a 
job waiting for me, but in- 
stead, the much-needed op- 
portunity to step back and 
spend some time determining 
what it is that | want to do 
with the rest of my life. 

Unlike many of my class- 
mates, | did not spend my 
entire senior year stressing 
about my post-graduate 
plans. | did not spend hours 
reviewing and revising my 
résumé. My summer job as a 
box boy at Vons is still a 
summer job as a box boy and 
will not appear on my résumé 
as "distribution manager: 
responsible for the daily han- 
dling and transporting of 
thousands of dollars' worth of 
merchandise." Nor did I 
attend special preparation 
meetings so that pseudo- 
career counselors could tell 
me what color shirt | should 
wear lo an interview. 

| spent my time watching 
college basketball and the 
"Jeopardy" championships. | 
could not tolerate being inter- 
viewed by a Donald Trump 
wanna-be only a year or 
two older than me, suffering 
from a severe Gordon Gecko 
complex. 

The main reason I've done 


one month, $698 for two, and 
$860 for three. Passes can 
be bought from most travel 
agents. For more information, 
call (800) 722-7151. 

For those who might want 
to roam farther afield, try 
an around-the-world airline. 
ticket, a sort of Eurailpass for 
the world. For about $2,000 
you could wander for a year, 
to Sydney, Djakarta, Bang- 
kok, Kathmandu, Delhi, Cairo, 
Rome, Paris, and London 
(You must always fly in one 
continuous direction.) 

TWAS ticket, in conjunction 
with Singapore Airlines, 


Japan Airlines, or Korean 
Airlines, costs $1,899. It is 
good for nearly every city one 
could possibly want to visit, 
including Beijing and Shang- 
hai (but excluding South 
America and Africa), and 
must be purchased 14 days 
in advance. The originating 
flight must be confirmed; 
all others may be left open. 
Pan Ames ticket, in con- 
junction with Cathay Pacific 
Airlines, costs $2,099 for 
a North Pacific route and 
$2,651 if you include South 
Pacific destinations. The 
ticket's restrictions are the 
same as TWAs, and no 
Chinese cities are included. 


SCENES 


BY LAURA VITALE 


When it comes to pregnancy, 
Lloyd Ecker experiences 
more than his fair share of 
sympathy pains—for fathers- 
to-be, that is. In fact, the 
president of Beegotten Crea- 
tions, Inc.—a Spring Valley. 
New York, company special- 
izing in paternity wear— 
knows firsthand what it's like 
to be the "other" parent. 
"The first time my wife was 
pregnant," Ecker recalls, 

"| was in the background. 
Everyone was looking at her 
stomach, asking what she's 
doing. That was my job—to 
be a wallflower." 

When his wife Susan, 
Beegolten's vice president, 
learned she was expecting for 
the second time, she de- 
cided to get Lloyd more in- 
volved. Unable to find a 
wearable announcement for 
the future dad in maternity 
stores, she had a novelty 
shop produce a "Father-to- 
Be" hat, unknowingly planting 
À the seed, so to speak, for 


a business with sales reach- 
ing $750,000 last year. “I 
wore it all summer," Lloyd 
recalls, "and every five min- 
utes on the beach, some- 
body would come up to 
me—a lady with a belly— 
and say, Where'd you get the 
hat?' They wanted it for their 
husbancs." Although he 

was already doing well in the 
paper-manufacturing busi- 
ness, Ecker decided to forge 
ahead with his idea for creat- 
ing gifts for expectant fathers 
and other family members. 

"We went to a store in New 
York called Expectations,” 
he remembers, "and the first 
time | went in and said, 
"What do you think of men's 
paternity clothes?’ the guy 
said, ‘If you don't get out of 
here, I'm calling the cops." 

It was really a tough sell 
Nobody believed that | was 
serious." Today Beegotten 
Creations (a bumblebee is 
featured on all its merchan- 
dise) supplies more than 
2,200 stores nationwide and 
has a thriving mail-order 
business, receiving as many 
as 50 calls a day. 

Because of his background 
in stand-up comedy—having 
performed at Catch a Rising 
Star and The Bitter End— 
Ecker feels particularly at 
home inventing slogans for 
his pregnant-people prod- 
ucts. After the birth of his third 
child, Lloyd decided to "ex- 
pand” into maternity under- 
wear, T-shirts, and sleep- 
wear, branding his sundries 
with such gems as "It won't 


[bee] over till the fat lady 
thins," "[Bee] gentle—used 
to [bee] a virgin,” and " 
the stork [bee] with you." 
("You can groan, it's okay," 
says Lloyd.) 

His best advice for fathers- 
to-be? "Shut up and wait till 
it's over. Don'! make any 
trouble, because that's why 
I'm making a Mother-to- 

Be Cranky Hanky." As for the 
dads friends, "They should 
run out right now and support 
them by getting these gifts 
and showing that they, too, 
are remembered." In fact, 
Lloyd has a club for "preg- 
nant" guys—BIRF (Brother- 
hood of Ignored and Re- 
pressed Fathers-to-be). By 
calling (800) 722-3390, they 
can receive a hat, mug, 

key chain, T-shirt, and the 
Bumble Award, proclaiming 
them to be Mr. Father-to- 

Be of the Year (cost: $20 plus 
shipping and handling). A 
catalog and free gift are 
included 

"Dr. Bruce Oppenheim was 
our charter member. He 
was the reason | thought of 
the club, because here was 
this woman—this ingrate with 
twins, Miss Cybill Shep- 
herd—getting all the publicity, 
but what about him?" Lloyd 
argues, adding that he sup- 
plies a very special service 
for celebrity wives: He will 
personally break the news to 
the famous father-to-be, 
presenting him with his very 
own Bumble Award— 
dressed as a six-foot-four 
bumblebee, of course. Ota 


so little to guarantee myself a | me at this juncture of my life. 
job next year is not because | have the rest of my life to 

| am uninterested in my work, and once I start, it will 
future, unmotivated, or lazy, be difficult to take a year 

but because | really do not or two off and experience 
know what profession | want | different lifestyles. 

to enter. To be honest, in In other words, next year 
many ways | am envious of you won't find this college 

my fellow classmates who will | graduate on Wall Street or 

be immediately entering the preparing case summaries for 
working world and making class. No, once | receive 
$60,000 a year. These people | my college diploma, | plan to 
know where they will be spend a few months biking 
next year, what they will be across the country or werking 
doing, and seem to know at a resort on a Caribbean 
what they want to do with the | island or operating a ski lift at 
rest of their lives. Still, | can’t Vail or doing volunteer work 
help wonder what percentage | in Africa or traveling through 
of these students—who Europe—or maybe a little 
actively participate in recruit- | bit of everything. 
ing and aggressively job- 

hunt—really know what they The author is a senior at 

are doing. Do they really Harvard University. College 
want to work for a bank or go | students are invited to submit 
to law school, or are they suggestions for "Campus 
just following what seems to View" to: Robyn Lee, Pent- 
be the accepted and ex- house Editorial Dept., 1965 


everything we wanted to be carefree kind of traveling 
near, and seven flights of On that same journey in the 
stairs only made the dim, tiny | fall of 1983 after my gradua- 
room and sagging bed seem | tion from college, we criss- 
like a cruel joke. À 40-degree | crossed Europe with a disre- 
wind howled outside. gard for planning that would 
"To hell with Paris," | said. have been financially impos- 
Twelve hours later we sible without a Eurailpass. 
were eating breakfast on the | Propelled merely by whim, in 
Puerto del Sol, the overnight one three-week period we 
train from Paris to Madrid. zigzagged from Paris to 
And by the next afternoon, Spain, back to Paris and the 
pected pattern? When I en- Broadway, New York, N.Y. having changed trains in French Pyrenees, to Munich, 
tered college, | was as con- Madrid, we were lying on a Athens, Rome, and back 
fused about my future as Mediterranean beach in to Athens. Tired of a place, 
1 am now. But going there the quiet town of Nerja, drink- | we'd simply look at the map 
seemed to be the right thing ing San Miguel beer. and go—the flexibility of 


to do, and | thought that BY CARL HOFFMAN Sound like a fantasy? It having a whole continent to 
after four years, | would have wasn't. It was simply the ex- wander without worrying 
figured out where | was Paris wasn't like it was sup- quisite freedom of traveling about buying tickets, making 


through Europe with a back- reservations, or fhe "waste" 


heading. But for some reason, | posed to be. Our hotel room 
pack and a Eurailpass. Good | of backtracking was exhila- 


| am not willing to dive into was a half-hour 


graduate school or a 60- , metro ride for train travel (and deck rating 
hour-week job unless | am Passage on some important There are two kinds of 
sure that it's what | want. k ship connections) in Eurailpasses: Youthpasses, 

| used to be concerned 17 countries, a pass is good for second-class travel 
about my lack of a career ка \ perhaps the ultimate for anyone under 26, and 
plan. However, | have found я 5 ticket to a roving, regular Eurailpasses, good 


for first-class travel with 

no age restriction. Youth- 
passes cost $360 for one 
month or $470 for two 
months. 

If you're over 26, 
you have more 
options but a 
bigger bill: $320 
for 15 days, 
$398 for 

21, $498 for 
„35 


that a surprisingly large 
number of my peers are also 
confused about their future. I 
don't know if this uncertainty 
is unique to our generation = 3 
or if we are just more con- í i zs \ 
cerned about controlling our j SEN 3 Y 
lives and doing what we 
want as opposed to what 
others expect. 

| want to take advantage 
of the opportunities afforded 


Овала 


BY ART CUMINGS 


"Good news! It's non-poisonous." 
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PROFILE 


Terrorist or freedom fighter, 
statesman or troublemaker the 
extraordinary chairman of 
the PL.O. is seen here, for the first 

time, in all his complexity. 


ARAFAT 


THE MAN BEHIND THE MASK 


BY TAD SZULC 


he super-sleek Gulf. 

stream Ill executive 

jet eased down from 

its cruising altitude of 
30,000 feet over the white-cap- 
dotted Mediterranean and ex- 
ecuted a lovely, smooth land: 
ing on the main runway of the 
Houari Boumedienne Airport 
in Algiers. The strains of Bee- 
thoven's Fifth Symphony—the 
victory symphony"—filled the 
plane's elegant cabin, and 
Yasser Arafat, the chairman of 
the Palestine Liberation Or- 
ganization and the world's lat- 
est celebrity jet-setter, alighted 
on the tarmac with a grin of 
immense satisfaction to re- 
view the honor guard of the Al- 
gerian Army. 

Martial in his well-tailored 
olive-green uniform, a side 
arm at the belt, and black-and- 
white keffiyeh headgear, Ara- 
fat saluted briskly as the mili- 
tary band played the Palestin- 


ian anthem in a tribute to his 
cause of creating a homeland 
for his fellow Palestinians in 
territories now occupied by Is- 
rael. This cause has acquired 
plausibility for the first time in 
four decades as the Israelis 
remain unable to control the 
violent uprising—the inti- 
fada—now in its second year 
on the West Bank and in the 
Gaza Strip, home to 1.7 million 
Palestinians 

The intifada has become the 
most dangerous flash point in 
the permanently embattled 
Middle East, attracting un- 
precedented attention to the 
PL.O.—which supports and 
directs this virtual revolution— 
and to its chairman 

Being greeted on that blus- 
tery February morning in Al- 
giers as a chief of state—even 
though there still is no Pales- 
tinian state and there may 
never be one—was therefore 


PAINTING BY MARCEL ROZENBERG 


one more political and personal triumph 
for the seemingly indestructible 59-year- 
old Arafat in his sudden and spectacular 
emergence onto the international scene. 

It was an extraordinary contrast with 
his life in past years, when he had been 
widely reviled as a terrorist master- 
mind-— certainly not without reason—then 
denounced and ostracized among Ar- 
abs as an opportunist and traitor to his 
own people because of his faith in a po- 
litical settlement. He had been generally 
ridiculed in the press for his bizarre and 
often unkempt looks, expelled from a half- 
dozen Middle Eastern countries, occa- 
sionally arrested and tortured by Arab 
secret-police agents, nearly killed in 
combat several times, and marked as a 
major assassination target by numerous 
groups and governments. In fact, his 
name continues to be on many hil lists, 
perhaps more urgently than ever. 

| accompanied Arafat on the trip from 
the PL.O.'s headquarters in Tunisia to ad- 
joining Algeria (Algerian President Спад! 
Benjedil had sent his personal state-of- 
the-art Gulfstream jet for the chairman, 
who invited me to come along on the 
overnight visit), and | found him accept- 
ing his new exalted status with the same 
aplomb and equanimity that he had dis- 
played during the worst adversity. Only 
once before had he briefly held center 
stage—when he addressed the United 
Nations General Assembly in New York 


in 1974—but now he acted as if it were 
perfectly natural for him to be treated as 
a world statesman. 

The turning point for Arafat and the 
PL.O. came last December, after he pub- 
licly agreed, following a special U.N. ses- 
sion in Geneva, to renounce terrorism and 
to recognize the existence of the state of 
Israel alongside a Palestinian state he 
hopes to see born as a result of the inti- 
fada. Palestinians had never before ac- 
cepted the legal existence of Israel, and 
it took an enormous effort by Arafat to 
persuade the majority of the PL.O.'s 
leadership to go along with his view that 
the time had finally come to face reality. 

In exchange for his pledges (which 
drained him emotionally to voice), Arafat 
won the agreement of the United States 
to open official discussions with the PL.O., 
a direct relationship Washington had al- 
ways rejected in the past. The chairman's 
notion is that the U.S. may play a role in 
persuading Israel to negotiate with the 
Palestinians, which in turn would signify 
an Israeli recognition of their aspirations 

In order to secure even greater sup- 
port for his diplomatic campaign and to 
maintain the momentum stemming from 
the Geneva breakthrough, Arafat em- 
barked on a whirlwind personal offen- 
sive, finding astonishing receptivity 
wherever he went. In the space of two 
breathless months of travel in the imme- 
diate wake of his United Nations perfor- 


"| had to do something to put his mind at ease." 
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mance, Arafat was blessed by Pope John 
Paul II in the Vatican, embraced by King 
Juan Carlos | of Spain in Madrid, kissed 
on both cheeks by Soviet Foreign Min- 
ister Eduard Shevardnadze and Egyp- 
tian President Hosni Mubarak in Cairo, 
and lionized there by a platoon of Israeli 
journalists (in technical violation of an Is- 
raeli law forbidding its citizens to deal 
with the PL.O.). The first meeting be- 
tween U.S. and PL.O. officials in Tunis 
occurred within days of the Geneva deal, 
but it was premature for the chairman to 
become personally involved in these 
conversations. 

During that same period, the ever rest- 
less Arafat also managed to visit the top 
leaders of communist Yugoslavia, Ro- 
mania, and East Germany, the presi- 
dents of neutral Austria and Finland 
(though calling on Kurt Waldheim in 
Vienna was not his best idea, given the 
Austrian's wartime record as a Nazi of- 
ficer), the friendly chiefs of Algeria and 
Tunisia, and the suspicious rulers of Iraq 
and South Yemen. The PL.O. chairman 
also granted audiences to the foreign 
ministers of France, Spain, Greece, and 
Norway (the Swedish foreign minister was 
the behind-the-scenes architect of the 
Geneva agreements), and uncounted 
delegations from parliaments in scores 
of countries. He had contemplated at- 
tending the funeral of Japan's Emperor 
Hirohito in Tokyo last February, but was 
talked out of it by his advisers, who judged 
that this was too much, too soon. Never- 
theless, racing around aboard a green 
executive jet lent to him by Iraq, Arafat 
sel some kind of a record for high-level 
diplomacy. 

Arafat's enthusiasm about his own ac- 
tivities is sometimes exaggerated, as in 
the Hirohito instance: yet it is this enthu- 
siasm, as well as his superbly honed in- 
stincts, that have kept him alive physi- 
cally and politically during 40 years of 
conspiracies, secret and open infighting 
for power among Arab and Palestinian 
factions, and warfare against Israel he 
had conducted until—as he now says— 
he came to the relatively recent conclu- 
sion that peace is the only solution in the 
Holy Land. And, interestingly, it was the 
success of the intifada that led him to this 
realization. 

Listening to Arafat—as | did over three 
days and nights of conversations in Tunis 
and Algiers—and attempting to sort out 
fact, rumor, and legend from accounts by 
his associates and a variety of published 
but generally inaccurate materials, one 
comes away with a number of contradic- 
tory impressions and perceplions about 
this successful civil engineer who has 
chosen the life of an obsessively dedi- 
cated but often shadowy and elusive 
revolutionary. 

He is, of course, a hugely controversial 
figure in the eyes of Westerners, other 
Arabs and Palestinians, and even the Is- 
raelis. The intifada is forcing many Israe- 
lis to rethink the whole question of the fate 
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of the Palestinians, and to take a fresh 
look at Yasser Arafat's PL.O.—something 
simply unthinkable two or three years 
ago—on the theory that he may be the 
lesser of the evils facing Israel. 

My overwhelming impression is that in 
all he does, Arafat is guided exclusively 
by his commitment to a Palestinian 
homeland, and he is prepared to sacri- 
fice everything—from his own life to his 
political principles—to achieve this goal. 
He has also been prepared to sacrifice 
the lives of others for the Palestinian 
cause, having sent PL.O. guerrillas to their 
death in combat; exposed thousands to 
israeli retaliation strikes on refugee 
camps; caused the killing of countless 
Israelis, including women and children, 
in commando raids on towns and kib- 
butzim; condoned the savage murder of 
hostages, as in the case of Israeli Olym- 
pic athletes in Munich in 1972; and per- 
Sonally ordered the execution of sus- 
pected or proven traitors, spies, or even 
rivals within Palestinian organizations 
comprising the PL.O. To be sure, the 
PL.O., basically a coalition of anti-Israeli 
Palestinian factions, suffers from deep 
splits and fissures greatly aggravated by 
Arafat's Geneva concessions, and he 
does not hesitate to enforce absolute 
discipline to maintain at least a sem- 
blance of unity—and of loyalty to himself. 

"You see, this is a war in which we live, 
and we have to act as one does in a war," 
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he told me during a long after-dinner 
Conversation in his suite at the stunningly 
luxurious El Mithak, the official residence 
the Algerian government maintains for its 
Quests atop a hill overlooking the capital 
and the harbor. 

Arafat seemed as much at home at the 
meal served by white-gloved waiters in 
Algiers as he is said by his friends to have 
been under Israeli air bombardment in a 
Beirut bunker. He talked about his cur- 
rent plans and problems in a calm, al- 
most understated fashion. He allowed his 
emotions to show when he deemed it 
useful to emphasize a conversational 
point (like most good politicians he is an 
accomplished actor), but | never had an 
opportunity to observe an explosion of 
thetemper for which he is famous among 
Palestinians who know him well. | did no- 
tice, however, that when annoyed, Arafat 
lets his shiny brown eyes turn stone hard, 
and his mouth tightens perceptibly be- 
tween his mustache and sparse beard. 

That particular evening, Arafat was fu- 
rious with the Israeli government for what 
he claimed were preparations to rekindle 
on a grand scale the civil war in Lebanon 
in order to divert attention from the inti- 
fada on the West Bank and in Gaza. He 
told me the Israelis were concentrating 
troops and equipment for an attack on 
Lebanon. When | remarked that none of 
it had been reported in the world media 
and that | didn't quite grasp the sense of 


such an operation, the chairman's voice 
went flat and almost menacing. "I have 
my own information," he declared im- 
pátiently. "We know what is happening. 
The Israelis want to sabotage our peace 
process. . .. But we won't let them...” 
Arafat is by nature both a strategic and 
a tactical thinker, though some of his as- 
sociates question whether he has a long- 
range vision of history and political 
events. Having watched him manipulate 
the Palestinian factions overthe last three 
or four years to make his political-settle- 
ment approach prevail over the armed- 
struggle view of PL.O. leftists and radi- 
cals, | am inclined to believe that Arafat 
has been always greatly underestimated 
by friend and foe alike. Clearly, in multiple 
situations he has been lucky and more 
clever than his opponents, but his his- 
toric coup in Geneva demonstrated that 
he had been following a coherent politi- 
cal plan all along and that he knew how 
to take advantage, with precise timing, of 
the impact and potential of the intifada. 
The great uprising erupted in Decem- 
ber 1987, after several Palestinian youths 
were killed by Israeli troops in the midst 
of a seemingly minor affray in Gaza. It 
spread at once to the West Bank and now 
constitutes the most serious challenge to 
Israel's authority since it conquered these 
territories in the 1967 war against the Arab 
states. Hurling stones at Israeli soldiers 
is the principal feature of the intifada, and 
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the attackers are youths, children, and 
women who for over a year and a half 
have been risking their lives daily in de- 
tying those they see as occupiers. Nearly 
400 of them have been killed by Israeli 
fire, thousands have been beaten and 
detained, and hundreds of Arab homes 
have been bulldozed by the Israeli Army 
as punishment for the stone throwing. 
Moreover, the intifada has posed agoniz- 
ing moral problems for a vast segment of 
Israeli citizens who believe that Jews vi- 
olate their own fundamental behavior 
codes when they kill or maim children, 
adolescents, and women. 

Arafat does not claim that he or the 
PL.O. invented or started the uprising. 
He says simply that 40 years after Pal- 
estinians were expelled from their homes 
and lands when the state of Israel was 
established by the United Nations, and 
20 years after additional Arab territories 
were taken in the Six-Day War, the new 
generations of Palestinians rose sponta- 
neously in the defense of what they con- 
sider their right to a homeland. "The bar- 
rier of fear has been broken," he told me 
in explanation of the phenomenon, re- 
marking that "100 percent" of the West 
Bank and Gaza populations fully support 
the intifada, a fact that nobody seriously 
questions. And, Arafat said, several mil- 
lion Palestinians living in refugee camps 
in Lebanon and Jordan (often there are 
three or four generations of refugees in 
these camps), and those living and work- 
ing along the Persian Gulf. back the na- 
tionalist movement just as fervently. 

From my conversations with Arafat and 
his associates | learned that perfect co- 
ordination now exists between the un- 
derground leadership in the Israeli-oc- 
cupied territories—known as the Unified 
National Command of the Uprising 
(UNCU)—and PL.O. headquarters in 
Tunis, with strategies being jointly de- 
vised. Arafat and UNCU chiefs in the field 
agree that the intifada must be confined 
to rock-hurling combat and civil disobe- 
dience that may ultimately paralyze the 
territories, because as much as anything 
else, it commands worldwide sympa- 
thies, whereas Israel's "Iron Fist" re- 
sponses produce international dismay. 
The chairman, who is acutely aware of 
the psychological and emotional aspects 
of the escalating events, recalled the ex- 
ample of passive resistance preached by 
Mahatma Gandhi, remarking that "what 
we now do is similar to what the Indians 
had done in facing the British occupa- 
tion.” 

The indians, to be sure, were not stone 
throwers, but Arafat is not willing to take 
chances that the uprising gets out of 
hand. "You know," he said, "from the be- 
ginning | gave strict orders not to use fire 
weapons in the intifada. In the beginning 
1 was worried, but | became truly aston- 
ished that this had been obeyed in a 
wonderful way, except for two incidents 
during 14 months. . . . " He told me that 
he was considering rescinding his orders 
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in light of the Israeli counter-measures, 
and when 1 asked him whether this would 
not lead to a great tragedy, Arafat re- 
plied, "Yes, yes. ... No doubt. . . . | hope 
the Israeli government will discover this 
very soon and prevent the bloodshed.” 
According to the chairman, there is 
"complete communication on all levels" 
within the UNCU structure, He said that 
a new system was recently created on 
the basis of parallel and interlocking 
committees in all the communities in the 
occupied territories and refugee camps. 
There are women's committees, along 
with committees of university students, 
teachers, workers, doctors, engineers, 
publicity specialists, and security ex- 
perts. In one refugee camp alone, Arafat 
said, there are 18 such committees. 
When intifada commanders are cap- 
tured, he explained, a second or third 
level of command takes over, and “some- 
times communities have been controlled 
and ruled for two months by women's 
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committees. . .. Four generations of 
women, from young to old, carry the 
stones for the kids to throw. . . ." 

Arafat runs the uprising and other 
phases of his homeland campaign from 
Tunis, where he moved PL.O. headquar- 
ters after he and his organization were 
expelled from Lebanon in 1982, under 
military pressure from the armies of Israel 
and Syria. Hatred of Arafat's PL.O. was 
the only thing Israel and Syria had in 
common as they competed for the con- 
trol of a Lebanon torn asunder by a civil 
war that has now gone on for 13 years. 
In every other way they are the most bit- 
ter of enemies. Arafat has no greater per- 
sonal enemy than Syrian President Hafez 
Assad, who is determined to destroy him 
simply because the PL.O. chairman has 
steadfastly refused to be Syria's puppet. 

This is part of the terrible and fre- 
quently lethal dissensions within the Arab 
world, and Arafat is persuaded that As- 
sad has ordered his intelligence agents 
to assassinate him. Assad has violently 
denounced Arafat for his Geneva rec- 
cognition of the state of Israel, and even 
Soviet Foreign Minister Shevardnadze 
was unáble to obtain a reconciliation be- 


tween Syria and the PL.O. when he vis- 
ited Damascus last February. That Syria 
is totally dependent on the Soviets for 
arms and credits made no difference 
when it came to changing Assad's atti- 
tude toward Arafat. 

When brought up the Assad problem, 
Arafat demurred, unwilling to discuss it 
for publication. But it is painfully fresh in 
his mind that his closest friend and PL.O. 
second-in-command Khalil Wazir, best 
known by his war name of Abu Jihad, 
was murdered in Tunis in April of last year, 
and that other top PL.O. leaders were as- 
sassinated in Western Europe and the 
Middle East in recent years. Publicly, Pal- 
estinian spokesmen. often accuse the 
Mossad, the israeli secret intelligence 
service, of these killings; but privately the 
finger is pointed even more at the Syri- 
ans. Assad controls two extremist Pal- 
estinian factions that belong to the PL.O., 
and Arafat suspects that they launched 
commiando attacks against Israel early 
this year to put the blame on him and 
thereby derail his "peace process" and 
his new contacts with the United States. 

For all these reasons, Arafat is sur- 
rounded by the most extraordinary se- 
curity measures in Tunis and abroad. 
There have been at least 50 attempts on 
his life. The man directly responsible for 
his safety is Salah Khalaf—whose nom 
de guerre is Abu lyad—in charge of all 
PL.O. intelligence and counter-intelli- 
gence. After Abu Jihad was assassi- 
nated, Abu lyad became Arafat's prin- 
cipal deputy inthe PL.O. A taciturn, chain- 
smoking man, he is among the original 
founders of Al Fatah, Arafat's faction in 
the Palestinian movement. Abu lyad is 
believed to have been the brain behind 
the wave of terrorism carried out by the 
PL.O.'s "Black September" guerrillas in 
the early 1970s, including the execution 
of the Israeli athletes in Munich. Arafat's 
friends say that he went along with Black 
September operations, even though he 
opposed such wholesale terrorism, only 
because he feared a split in the PL.O. 
But this is not an altogether convincing 
justification. The chairman himself says 
he turned against terrorism at least a 
decade ago. 

During our flight aboard the Algerian 
president's private jet, Abu lyad was one 
of three persons in the forward cabin with 
Arafat (the others were a PL.O. spokes- 
man and myself), and his eyes never left 
the chairman. Bodyguards sat in the aft 
cabin, one of them handing Arafat a small 
automatic weapon in a green holster just 
before takeoff and retrieving it after the 
landing. This was a precaution to allow 
Arafat to defend himself in the event of a 
mid-air hijacking by a traitor within his 
group or by the pilots. The routine was 
not changed, although we were flown by 
Algerian Air Force officers. 

Arafat, his friends say, has a "sixth 
sense" about his own security—which 
presumably explains in part his contin- 
ued survival in the Arab world where King 
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Feisal of Saudi Arabia and President An- 
war Sadat were among top leaders shot 
dead by assassins in recent years—and 
he takes no unnecessary chances, even 
though he does not shy away from public 
appearances. He is determined never to 
be taken alive by any enemy, and his 
bodyguards have orders to kill him on the 
spot if there is no escape. 

As part of the security arrangements, 
his travel plans are never revealed in ad- 
vance—except to the closest associ- 
ates—and he is always escorted by 
sharpshooter bodyguards. A man with- 
out a country, Arafat is also a man without 
a home; in Tunis, as elsewhere, he sel- 
dom spends two nights in the same 
house. When he is in the Tunisian capital, 
he usually receives guests at the seaside 
mansion near Carthago that during co- 
lonial times served as the official home 
of the French resident general and now 
is the PL.O. embassy to Tunisia. The Tu- 
nisian government is one of only a hand- 
ful that recognizes Palestinian sover- 
eignty in the territories. Armed 
bodyguards stay inside the residence and 
fill the grounds and gardens as visitors 
come and go. 

Tunis is, in effect, the capital of the 
PL.O. mini-government, with several 
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thousand Palestinians engaged in tasks 
ranging from policy making to security, 
propaganda, political record keeping 
and establishing contacts with represen- 
tatives and agents abroad. At the center 
of all this activity is the Office of the 
Chairman, serving as an executive sec- 
retariat, although Arafat seldom appears 
there in person. Then there are the Polit- 
ical Department, the Foreign Depart- 
ment, and the Military Department whose 
heads are members of the PL.O. Exec- 
utive Committee. They report to Arafat— 
though this is a collegiate arrangement, 
almost collective leadership, in which he 
is a "first among equals." Still, Arafat pre- 
fers not to formalize this system as a Pal- 
estinian government in exile because he 
reasons that nothing practical would be 
gained from it, and instead, rivalries would 
erupt over "cabinet" posts. 

So great is the PL.O. activity in Tunis 
that a ten-story hotel downtown is re- 
served exclusively for its officials visiting 
from overseas and guests of Arafat's. The 
main weakness of this quasi-governmen- 
tal operation, however—and the chair- 
man's own weakness—is the Palestin- 
ians' appalling ignorance of the political 
realities in the United States and most of 
the world beyond the Middle East 

In my own talks with Arafat, | became 
aware of how little he knows about the 
political processes and mechanisms in 
Washington, and that he can barely dis- 


tinguish key American figures (this is, of 
course, true of his top advisers as well). 
The danger—certainly in terms of the new 
U.S.-PL.O. relationship—is that Arafat 
may reach wrong conclusions based on 
inadequate information about American 
policies and intentions fed to him by those 
who themselves do not understand the 
subject or have ulterior motives for seek- 
ing to mislead him. 

As leaders of contemporary revolu- 
tions go, Arafat does not even remotely 
cornpare with Fidel Castro in the realm of 
receiving, processing, and digesting 
crucial information about the U.S. Though 
Castro lives next door to the U.S. and has 
spent a lifetime studying it, Arafat ur- 
gently needs to remedy his insufficien- 
cies if he is to deal intelligently with 
Washington. And it is clear that Arafat and 
many (though not all) of his associates 
crave American recognition, respect, and 
approval 

Arafat has the traditional habits of rev- 
olutionaries and conspirers, preferring to 
hold strategy meetings and grant audi- 
ences and interviews at night, well into 
the small hours. My first meeting with him 
at the Carthago residence started at 
midnight—it was reminiscent of meet- 
ings in Havana with Cuba's Fidel Cas- 
tro— and lasted till dawn. Afterward, Ar- 
afat conferred for another hour or so with 
PL.O. officials before going home to 
bed—somewhere—and he was up and 
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about around eight o'clock in the morn- 
ing. He told me that he takes naps in the 
afternoon to make up for the lost nights, 
and when we flew back to Tunis from Al- 
giers, the chairman slept peacefully for 
most of the hour in the air. 

A totally compulsive individual, Arafat 
continuously works in one way or an- 
other, having no interest in rest or recre- 
ation. His only idea of fun is to get behind 
the wheel of a fast car and floor the gas 
pedal. During meals, in the course of 
conversalions, and aboard aircraft, he 
reads the stream of messages and re- 
ports that come to him, signs docu- 
ments, issues brief instructions, and an- 
swers aides' questions. He is enamored 
of fax machines and carries a portable 
one when he flies. It is his principal chan- 
nel of communication with intifada com- 
manders and PL.O. delegates around the 
world. Relying as he does on jet planes, 
fax, and telex, Arafat must be the first 
international revolutionary to harness high 
technology to the service of his cause. 

Unlike most of his PL.O. colleagues, 
Arafat is unmarried. He has explained this 
fact to his official biographer Alan Hart, 
a British journalist, by contending that in 
his position as a full-time revolutionary, 
he had no right to form a family upon 
which risk and sacrifice would be im- 
posed. Arafat is most reserved about his 
private life, but he has told Hart that he 
was once in love with a girl in Kuwait, 


where he worked as an engineer while 
launching his liberation movement, and 
that he broke off his engagement to her 
because the Palestinian cause came first. 

At the same time, Arafat craves com- 
pany and hates being alone. He insists 
on companionship during all his meals, 
chatting volubly as he eats his favorite 
dish—wheat mixed with milk and honey— 
and tastes fresh fruit. He seldom eats 
meat—never at night—and this diet 
keeps him in excellent shape. He neither 
smokes nor drinks alcohol, and his only 
indulgence is honey he eats from tiny 
pots. After our late-night session in Al- 
giers, Arafat invited me to join him for 
breakfast at nine o'clock the next morn- 
ing. At eight o'clock a bodyguard was 
knocking on my door at El Mithak, whis- 
pering urgently, "The chairman is waiting 
for you. He is hungry." When | en- 
tered his suite a few minutes later, | found 
him at the table, looking most unhappy 
and forlorn. He brightened up as soon 
as we resumed the previous night's con- 
versation. 

Despite occasional flashes of impa- 
tience—and his temper—Arafat is a man 
of innate courtesy and consideration, 
great even by traditional Arab standards. 
In Algiers he made a point of including 
me at official meals with his hosts; | was 
the only American at the table, and Arafat 
periodically turned to me to explain what 
was being discussed in the Arab-lan- 


guage conversation. At the Tunis resi- 
dence, the chairman was the perfect host 
during a Sunday lunch for members of 
the Swedish parliament and diplomats 
and other visitors from abroad. He dished 
food onto their plates, peeled tangerines 
for them when the group moved from the 
dining table to the huge living room for 
coffee and fruit, and exuded bonhomie 
all afternoon. 

Naturally Arafat is a public relations vir- 
tuoso of the highest order. He is keenly 
conscious of how important favorable in- 
ternational opinion is for the political pro- 
cess he conducts and manipulates, and 
he is generous with his time with those 
he thinks can help build up the Palestin- 
ian image—and the Arafat image. This is 
notably true of important American visi- 
tors, and | was impressed how cool and 
self-controlled he remained under per- 
Sistent tough questioning by Mike Wal- 
lace for a recent "60 Minutes" segment 
His English is fluent if occasionally strange 
in vocabulary and pronunciation (when 
he announced in Geneva that the PL.O. 
was renouncing terrorism, the word in his 
mouth sounded like "tourism"). A pho- 
tographer is attached full-time to his en- 
tourage, always on hand to snap a pic- 
ture of a smiling chairman with his visitors 
(who often look nonplussed at being 
photographed with the famous terrorist). 

Not surprisingly, Arafat's personality 
includes a strong dose of vanity and 
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sense of self-dignity. In recent years he 
began paying attention to his sartorial 
appearance, abandoning casual military 
fatigues for the well-fitting uniforms he 
now wears. His black army boots are 
beautifully polished. Because he is ab- 
solutely bald, Arafat is careful not to be 
seen publicly with his head bare, prob- 
ably aware that the effect would be 
somewhat comical in combination with his 
short stature (he is five foot four) and his 
peculiar facial adornment of a slight beard 
that from a distance looks like five o'clock 
shadow. He takes his time placing the 
keffiyeh on his head at the exactly cor- 
rect angle and tying its end around his 
neck like a scarf. In cool weather Arafat 
wears a black fur hat with an intricate in- 
signia of a phoenix, crossed swords, and 
olive branches. 

This insignia sums up remarkably well 
Arafat's personality as a warrior and now, 
in his words, a peacemaker. These days 
the emphasis is on a peace arrangement 
with Israel—he currently advocates a 
Palestinian mini-state composed of the 
West Bank and Gaza in confederation 
with the kingdom of Jordan—and he 
proudly recounts examples of the sup- 
port he has found on his trips. He was 
especially gratified by his meeting with 
John Paul Il on the day before Christmas 
Eve, and he recounted the conversation 
for me in full detail: 

it was a week after his Geneva perfor- 
mance, and Arafat told me that while he 
had met the pope in 1982 in an informal 
fashion, "This time it was a completely 
official visit, a private audience in his pri- 
vate apartments." The pontiff, Arafat said, 
"met me on that day before Christmas 
Eve when he used to have his own holy 
or religious period, his meditation. . . . He 
accepted me during this period, which 
means a lot." He said that the pope "was 
very interested in pushing for the peace 
momentum, and we spoke frankly about 
the situation. . . . It was clear that he has 
complete sympathy for my people, and 
he said things | felt were coming from his 
heart." 

The pope's active interest in the Pal- 
estinian question is crucial for Arafat be- 
cause Christianity's holiest shrines are in 
Jerusalem and the Israeli-occupied West 
Bank territories, and the Vatican is keenly 
concerned with the protection of the holy 
places. The United Nations resolution that 
created Israel had mandated Jerusalem 
to be an internationalized city, but the Is- 
raelis occupied it entirely, along with 
Bethlehem and Nazareth, since the 1967 
war. Arafat hopes of course that the pope 
will support the Palestinians’ dream to see 
Jerusalem as the capital of their home- 
land, even under an international status, 
but John Paul Н has abstained from spe- 
cific public' pronouncements. 

Arafat is neither an ideologue nor a 
Muslim fundamentalist. A believer in Is- 
lam, he keeps his religious practices a 
private matter, though he readily con- 
firms that he often prays, especially dur- 
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ing crisis periods. He has little use for 
Marxists and other leftists in Al Fatah and 
the PL.O., but he tolerates them for the 
sake of unity, and he has been to Beijing 
and Moscow in search of arms and back- 
ing, receiving them in both capitals. He 
claims that the PL.O. is a democratic or- 
ganization, which is true up to a point, 
inasmuch as his decisions must be ap- 
proved by the 463-member Palestinian 
National Council and the 15-man PL.O. 
Executive Committee. In this sense Ar- 
afat is not a revolutionary dictator. He must 
fight hard to command a majority among 
his fellow Palestinians. 

On at least one occasion he black- 
mailed the rest of the leadership with a 
threat to resign from the chairmanship in 
order to have his way on a crucial point 
of policy making. He carried the day 
mainly because there is nobody among 
Palestinians with sufficient stature to re- 
place him at the top of the PL.O. This 
notion has begun to spread among influ- 
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It is clear that Arafat 
and many (though not ail) of 
his associates crave 
American recognition, respect, 
and approval—even 
though he has much to learn 
about the U.S. 
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ential Israelis who are coming to realize 
that Arafat is the only plausible Palestin- 
ian leader with whom they can deal. In- 
deed, if he is killed or ousted from PL.O. 
leadership because his new pro-peace 
policies are bringing no results, the entire 
organization could come apart, breaking 
up into a multitude of murderous factions 
serving a multitude of interests, Palestin- 
ian or not. 

Unlike most great revolutionary lead- 
ers—such as Fidel Castro or even Chi- 
na's late Mao Zedong and Zhou Enlai— 
Arafat is not an intellectual, a deep thinker, 
or a profound student of history. In fact 
there is very little intellectual tradition in 
Middle Eastern revolutionary move- 
ments, and the PL.O. chairman is no ex- 
ception. He does not seek to project an 
intellectual aura. 

He is an intensely practical man al- 
ways in search of pragmatic solutions, 
and this comes through clearly in con- 
versations with him. He has the mind of 
the professional engineer that he has 
been since he graduated from Cairo Uni- 
versity in 1956, and is inclined to try for 
possible solutions in evolving situations 
rather than remain wedded to ideas and 


strategies with no promise of success. 
This is why he favors political compro- 
mises even if they threaten his primacy 
in the PL.O.—so long as the paramount 
objective of the Palestinian homeland re- 
mains intact. In a way, Arafat is an old- 
fashioned Arab nationalist leader, not 
shying away from bloody confrontations 
when they seem required, or from rec- 
onciliations with his adversaries when it 
becomes suitable. 

In 1970, for example, he led Palestinian 
combat units against the Jordanian Army 
in an attempt to overthrow King Hussein. 
in 1974 Hussein brutaly smashed the 
PL.O. in Jordan, but they subsequently 
made up and Arafat came up with the 
idea of including PL.O. leaders in the Jor- 
danian delegation to a proposed inter- 
national peace conference. Hussein 
again broke with Arafat in 1988, but this 
is par for the course in cut-throat Middle 
East politics. In 1979 Arafat bitterly de- 
nounced Egypt's President Sadat tor 
signing a separate peace with Israel, but 
he was back in Cairo in 1989 to exchange : 
kisses and vows of mutual support with 
President Mubarak, who succeeded the 
assassinated Sadat. 

Probably the only lasting friendship Ar- 
afat has enjoyed among Arabs is with Al- 
geria and Tunisia. He told me that he first 
went to Algeria in 1962, the year the Na- 
tional Liberation Front wrested inde- 
pendence from France. The Aigerians 
were the first to give full support to Ara- 
fat's budding Al Fatah revolutionary or- 
ganization, long before the PL.O. was 
created by the Egyptians. (Arafat 
grabbed the PL.O.'s chairmanship in 
1969, turning it into today's broad coali- 
tion.) To this day Arafat travels on an Al- 
gerian passport-—the only one he has— 
and Algiers is like a second home to him. 

In the moderate Arab stale of Tunisia, 
both former president Habib Bourguiba 
and his successor, President Ben Ali, 
have opened their country to the PL.O. 
and all its operations, bringing upon 
themselves a retaliatory Israeli air strike 
on the capital. The Israeli jets apparently 
attempted to Kill Arafat and his top as- 
sociates in the PL.O.'s safe houses in 
Tunis's El Menzah residential district, but 
as usual, the chairman escaped un- 
scathed. Arafat's other mortal enemy is 
Colonel Muammar Khadaffi next door in 
Libya, an aily of Syria's President Assad, 
but I learned that the very tough Algeri- 
ans had made it perfectly clear to him 
that they would not tolerate any action 
against their Palestinian friend. Arafat 
himself told me, “I don't think I need to 
worry about Khadaffi." 

Yasser Arafat's life is not an open 
book--and he likes to keep it that way. 
Apart from his personal sense of privacy, 
survival in the Middle East often depends 
on keeping secrets about one's activities 
and thoughts as well as creating percep- 
tions and impressions that may differ frorn 
the truth. 

This goes even for details of his early 
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INTRODUCING 
LOfUGEVITY 


A PRACTICAL GUIDE MAY 1989 


A PRACTICAL GUIDE TO THE 
ART AND SCIENCE OF STAYING YOUNG 


Humans have been seeking the Foun- 
tain of Youth for centuries. The foun- 
tain remains elusive today, but we 
have never been closer to tapping its 
secrets. Longevity magazine was cre- 
ated to help you understand and ap- 
preciate the exciting breakthroughs 
happening right now—in medicine, 
nutrition, genetic engineering, psychol- 
оду, and cosmetic surgery—to help 
you feel and look younger, longer. 
Longevity is not just something to 
dream about. Some of us may have 
to take special care of ourselves if 
we want long and productive lives. 
By wisely strengthening our bodies 
and minds, and being open to all 
possibilities—now and in our future— 
we can shape our destinies. 
Aseditor-in-chief of Longevity, each 
month | hope to bring you scientific 
information that you can use in your 
daily life. As many of us Baby Boom- 
ers mature, our interest is not in aging 
gracefully but in keeping the quality 
of life that we've acquired. Longevity 
aims to enable us all to approach the 
dawning of the new millennium with 
expectations of full health, vitality, and 
long life. —Rona Cherry 


DEATH-DEFYING DIETING 


If at first you don't succeed, diet, diet 
again. 

Does this sound like you? If so, you're 
one of 50 million Americans who devote 
a good part of their lives to repeated and 
usually futile attempts to shed unwanted 
pounds. 

Butthe truth is, this on-again, off-again 
diet yo-yo not only makes weight loss 
more difficult, it could also be endanger- 
ing your health. Yo-yo dieting increases 
the risk of high blood pressure and heart 
disease, throws the metabolism out of 
whack, and negatively affects distribu- 
tion of body fat. (It's also frustrating and 
destructive to self-esteem.) Longevity 
brings you the latest on how diet can 
affect your life. 


If you thought minoxidil was a break- 


through hair-growing drug, wait till you 
see what's on the drawing board. Re- 
searchers at major-university dermatol- 
оду departments across the country are 
well along in the development of a "sec- 
ond generation" of hair growers that prom- 
ise to be even more effective than mi- 
noxidil. Longevity will follow up on every 
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new lead in the hair-growth field, such 
as a technique developed at the Univer- 
sity of Dundee, Scotland, to transplant 
hair-growth cells; a protein that controls 
baldness, discovered at the University 
of Miami School of Medicine; and the 
work now under way at New York Uni- 
versity to crack the genetic code for 
baldness. 


59 FOOD SWAPS TO SKIM FAT AND CHOLESTEROL 
FROM YOUR DIET 


You can outwit fat —dietary Public En- 

emy No. 1. Nutritionist and Longevity 

Contributing Editor Gail Levey performs 
what looks like nutritional magic with 59 
everyday foods: Substitute a bagel for a 
croissant and save 35 calories, ten grams 
offat, and 13 mgs of cholesterol. Choose 


ten vanilla wafers instead of four sugar 
cookies, and you'll cut 50 calories, five 
grams of fat, and four mgs of cholesterol. 
So It's not so hard . . . with a little help . 
from Longevity. We'll bring you the latest 
nutrition news each month, and help you 
to use it every day. 


Can death be conquered? Who de- 
cides when death ends and life be- 
gins? These seemingly unanswerable 
questions are being fought out in a 
California court, where a deceased co- 
median and a dressmaker are merely 
asking for the right to come back alive, 
decades or centuries from now. 

Although this may sound like some- 
thing out of a tabloid, it's really happen- 
ing, and Longevity writer Gurney Wil- 
liams traveled to the Alcor Life Exten- 
sion Foundation in Riverside, California, 
to get the story. Comedian Richard 
Jones died of AIDS last December, but 
his body lies submerged in a bath of 
liquid nitrogen, where it will remain fro- 
zen until science discovers a way to 
give him a second chance at life— 
maybe. Alcor is also in legal trouble for 
freezing the head of Dora Kent, mother 
of cryonics guru Saul Kent. Longevity 
will keep you posted on the emotional 
and controversial cryonics issue. 


There are no guarantees about how 
long you're going to live. But evidence 
suggests the answer may lie in your 
personality. Some experts believe that 
by using personality traits as predictors, 
you can reasonably forecast the kinds 
of medical dangers and diseases you'll 
encounter throughout life. 

Longevity clues you in on the four 
high-risk personality types identified over 
four decades of research by 84-year- 


old Caroline Bedell Thomas and co- 
workers at Johns Hopkins School of Medi- 
cine. The good news: If you know your 
personality type, you can do something 
to beat the disease that wants to beat 
you. If you have a heart-disease person- 
айу or a high-blood-pressure personality, 
for example, you can take steps to pre- 
vent the disease from shortening your 
life: Cut fats from your diet and learn to 
relax. 
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EAT TO LIVE: 
HAS MEAT GOTTEN 
A BUM RAP? 


Surprisingly, some scientists recently 
have seemed, well, bullish on beef. A 
University of Texas-Southwestern Medi- 
cal Center study found that stearic acid— 
a saturated fatty acid found in beef— 
does not raise blood cholesterol levels, 
while a University of Wisconsin-Madison 
study found that a derivative of linoleic 
acid—a polyunsaturated fatty acid found 
in hamburgers—reduces the incidence 
of some kinds of stomach and skin can- 
cers. Longevity sorts out the facts to give 
you the whole truth about which foods 
will help or harm you. 


FIT FOREVER: 
HIGH-TECH EQUIPMENT 


Exercising at home is the new fitness 
rage. But in order to do it right and stick 
with it, you've got to have the best—and 
most enjoyable—equipment. Los Ange- 
les fitness expert Patrick Netter evalu- 
ates the hottest pieces: Imagine a bike 
that simulates riding through the city, 
desert, or countryside. Well, it's available 
to you now. How about a rowing ma- 
chine with real water inside? Longevity's 
monthly "Fit Forever" column will also 
give you tips for perfecting your golf and 
tennis game, treating injuries, and using 
your mind to improve your performance. 


Each month, Longevity will zoom in on 
a part of the body and help you keep it 
working at optimum capacity. Did you 
know, for example, that your eyes lose 
certain abilities with age, whether or 
not you have 20/20 vision? Athletes 
have been using visual workouts as a 
part of training for years. Now we'll 
give you "Firm-Ups for Flabby Eye 
Muscles"— exercises that will help you 
improve at your favorite sport, reduce 
Strain, and tone eye-muscle reflexes 
that you tend to lose with age. 
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LOVE AND LONGEVITY: 
A HORMONE NAMED DESIRE 


The idea that sexual performance de- 
clines with age is a myth. Yet some 
functions do change with age. "Love 
and Longevity" will help you achieve a 
long and happy sex life. We'll tell you 
about the male hormone testosterone, 
which may not decrease with age, 

but rather from less frequent sex. Doc- 
tors have found that testosterone treat- 
ments help rekindle desire in women, 
too. 

"Love and Longevity" also details a 
new treatment for prostate cancer, 
TheraSeed-Palladium 103, that elimi- 
nates the negative side effects—includ- 
ingimpotence—of previoustreatments. 


THE EXPERT VIEW: 
WORDS OF 
FROM THE PROS 


Wouldn't you like to know what the foun- 
der of the National Institute on Aging 
considers the most important issue in 
longevity research? Or what a veteran 
congressman, 88 years young, sees as 
the key research priority for future bio- 
technology? Longevity's monthly forum, 
"The Expert View,” will satisfy your curi- 
osity. We've invited Dr. Robert Butler and 
Congressman Claude Pepper to share 
their thoughts, as well as other leaders 
in business, science, medicine, and poli- 
tics—including Dr. Ralph Christoffersen, 
vice president of Discovery Research at 
Upjohn; Jeffrey Blumberg, head of the 
Tufts U.S.D.A. Human Nutrition Center 
on Aging; and Daniel Perry, executive 
director of the Washington, D.C.-based 
Alliance for Aging Research. They'll dis- 
cuss the best new ideas and hopes for 
longer, healthier lives for all. 


LOOKS SAVERS: BEST-EVER MOISTURIZER 


According to Arthur Balin, investigative 
dermatologist at New York's Rockefeller 
University, the best therapeutic moistur- 
izer is petroleum jelly. Balin reports that 
dry skin regularly treated with Vaseline 
does not return to its previous dry state 
for two weeks. Longevity will bring you 


advice from leading dermatologists | 
and cosmetic surgeons on all the | 
routes to youthful skin—not only 
products, but cosmetic surgery, 
State-of-the-art laser technology, 


and pharmaceuticals to keep 
you looking great. 
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There may be 
as too much iron. 


such athing 
Men with 


high iron levels proved to 
have a 40-per- cent-greater 
risk of cancer. The iron- 


cancer data was recently released by 
Richard G. Stevens, Ph.D., cancer 
epidemiologist at the Battelle Memorial 
Institute in Richland, Washington. It 
showed that men with blood levels of 
ironthree percent above the norm were 
at risk of developing certain cancers. 
Women, whose levels are lower than 
men's, didn't show such a risk. 

The researchers caution against pop- 
ping iron supplements, though. Lon- 
gevity evaluates vitamins, minerals, and 
other nutrients every month. 


SHADES FOR ALL SEASONS 


It's hard to imagine everyone in Minne- 
apolis or Boston wearing sunglasses in 
February, but it may become just as 
common there as in Miami Beach. Sun- 
glasses could become a year-round ne- 
cessity, no matter where you live. Ac- 
cording to a five-year study conducted 
by John S. Werner, professor of psychol- 
ogy and neurosciences at the University 
of Colorado in Boulder, we are damag- 
ing our vision simply through normal ex- 
posure to sunlight. Longevity tells how 
exposure to the sun's rays accelerates 
the eyes' aging. 


HOW THEY STAY YOUNG 


How do celebrities, with their ever- 
youthful looks and behavior, stay 
young? Longevity asks personalities in 
the public eye how they do it. 

Name: Sally Kellerman 

Home: Los Angeles 

Age: 50 

Occupation: Film actress, star of 
M*A*S*H and other features. 

"Five months ago, to help get my: 
self in shape, | went to a nutritionist,” 
says Kellerman. "She encouraged me 
to eat protein, including red meat. | 
said, ‘Meat? That stuff kills you." | hadn't 
eaten it in years. She said | really 
needed it in my system, and it certainly 
seems to be true, because I've felt a 
lot stronger. It seems like the more 
protein | have, the less sweets | crave. 


LAB NOTES 


Longevity searches through hundreds of 
medical journals and scientific studies 
each month. We then provide you with 
the hottest news from laboratories around 
the world. 

If you're bored with oat bran, eat a 
corn muffin instead. A diet rich in corn 
fiber lowered triglyceride and cholesterol 
levels in people who failed to respond to 
other low-fat, low-cholesterol regimens 
(Georgetown University Medical 
Center). Next time you go for a 


medical checkup, request a 

complete lipid profile. Fifteen 
percent of heart attack deaths 
occur in people whose cholesterol 
levels are below 200 mgs (Fram- 

ingham Heart Study). Vitamin E's 
healing effects are more than skin-deep. 


New research shows that supplements 


of the vitamin assist in the healing of 
skin ulcers and improve stability of 
skin grafts (Presbyterian University 
Hospital). 
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OUTER LIMITS 


CHECK-IN IMMORTALITY 


Researchers in Hawaii believe they are 


on the verge of identifying the key to 
eternal life—and it's within us. As a re- 
sult, in just a few years we may be able 
to check into an "immortality clinic" for 
a dose of rejuvenation. 

Eternal youth lies in a strand of DNA, 
part of the body's genetic blueprint, that 
limits the em number of times a 
cell can arm divide before it 


dies, says Paul W. Dixon, Ph.D., a psychol- 
ogy professor at the University of Hawaii 
at Hilo. "We now have the technology to 
make an 'immortalizing segment that 
raises the limit on cell division from 50 to 
250 times," reports Dixon, a former can- 
cer researcher in the department of 
microbiology and immunology at U.C.L.A. 
Read about the ultimate in life extension— 
in Longevity. 


Т 
“ӘР HEART 


If the conversational subject closest to 
your heart is primarily you, your heart may 
be in danger, according to a California 
researcher. 

Larry Scherwitz, assistant professor of 
social psychology at the University of Cali- 
fornia, San Francisco, says that several 
studies point to coronary risks for people 
who talk only about "I," "те," and "my." 
Among these words, he found that "my" 
was the most strongly related to the inci- 
dence of subsequent heart problems. 

"The best way to reduce the risk is to 
make connections," Scherwitz says. "Fall 
in love." You'll find plenty of examples of 
the mind exerting great power over the 
body in Longevity. 


A “COCKTAIL” TO PROTECT 
AGAINST EXERCISE 


In Longevity, you'll discover the latest 
uses and benefits of vitamins, miner- 
als, and other supplements. We've 
learned from such researchers as 
Lester Packer, director of the Mem- 
brane Bioenergetics Group at Lawrence 
Berkeley Laboratory in California, that 
regular exercise—even at moderate lev- 
els—increases oxygen metabolism and 
boosts the production of cell-damag- 
ing oxygen radicals, the enzymes 
blamed for much age-associated cell 
deterioration. 

So Packer mixes a "cocktail" to help 
recharge cells. Those who take his 
anti-oxidant cocktail of 400 IU vitamin 
E, ten mgs beta carotene, and 1,000 
mgs vitamin C daily after exercise have 
reduced levels of the circulating en- 
zymesin their bloodstreams. The cock- 
tail takers also have higher levels of 
glutathione, a natural defense against 
oxygen-radical damage. 
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10 PRACTICAL STEPS YOU 
CAN TAKE RIGHT NOW TO 
AND FEEL GREAT. 


TRY THE 
e LATEST 
LOVE POTIONS 


TAKE 20/20 
e VITAMINS 


The results are clear. By substan- 
tially increasing your intake of 
vitamins C and E, you may be 
decreasing your chances of develop- 
ing cataracts. By up to 70%! 


Are the embers of passion glowing 


like they used to? If not, heres some 
stimulating news. Pharmaceutical 
companies are developing love po- 
tions to increase sexual desire. If im- 
potence or achieving orgasm are a 
problem, try one of the modern 
aphrodisiacs. 


EXERCISE 


Is your exercise equipment putting 
you to sleep? Many companies are 
coming to the rescue with fitness 
machines complete with bui/t-in 
motivators. Peddle away while live- 
action pictures flash in front of you. 
Wonder how far you've walked or 
how fast you've run? 


CHECK OUT 


SAVE FACE 
© WITH SKIN 
DE-WRINKLERS 


Dermatologists are shedding new 
light on facial wrinkles. Literally. By 
removing them with lasers. Not only 
are the treatment and recovery sim- 
ple—they're totally painless. 


e NEW 
HAIR-GROWERS 


Want a full head of hair in just six to nine months? Check 
out some of the hairier new surgical techniques like hair 
lifting or punch grafting. These procedures produce 
more natural looking results faster without that dreaded 
"Barbie Doll" look. 


LIVE LONGER 


EAT 
€ GARLIC 
AND LICORICE 


Garlic's natural sulfur 
content has been shown 
to inhibit cancer. And 
don't worry about the 
effects of lingering garlic 
breath—you can counter 
the aftertaste with 
licorice. Added bonus: 
Licorice's glycyrrhetinic 
acid is another promising 
anti-carcinogen. 


AVOID DRUGS 
€ THAT AGE YOU 


Don't like what you see in the 
bathroom mirror? Open up your 
medicine cabinet. Many over-the- 
counter drugs can make you look 
older—and even wasted. In a survey 
of 268 common products, scientists 


describe numerous side effects that 
can alter your appearance. Possible 
culprits? Antacids, acne medicines, 
and oral contraceptives. If you think 
your looks are deteriorating, see your 
doctor at once. 


TURN DOWN 
e THE VOLUME 


Prolonged exposure to noise can 
cause permanent hearing loss. Newer 
research suggests that noise can also 
make you sick and even shorten your 
life. When you're with someone who 
insists on blasting the car radio, don't 
buckle up. Get out! 


TAKE A 
e PLAY BREAK 


A bit of monkey business in the mid- 
dle of serious business isn't just re- 
freshing—its vital to your health. So 
take time outto play. Crossword puz- 
zles, juggling, and 
yo-yos are some 
recommended no- 
guilt goof-offs. 
And the next time 
someone tells you 
to go fly a kite, go 
ahead. Your life 
may depend on it. 


GET A 
€ FREE ISSUE 


OF LONGEVITY 


Just return the card below and get 
your free trial issue of Longevity. 


GET A FREE ISSUE 
OF LONGEVITY. 


О YES! Enter my introductory sub- 
scription to Longevity and rush me 
the next issue. If | decide its not for me, 
I'll write “cancel” on your invoice, keep 
the first issue as my free gift, and owe 
nothing. Otherwise, l'Il pay $9.47 for a 
full year of Longevity (12 issues in all) 
That's a savings of 74% off the news- 
stand price of $36. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
l 
| 
| 
| O I wish to enclose payment of $9.47 now. 
I 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
I 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Name. 


Address. 


City. 


е 
Canada and elsewhere add $4.00 per subscription. 


Please allow 6 to 8 weeks for delivery. Payment must be 
made in U.S. currency. Regular subscription price 15 
$17.97 for 12 issues. 

Send to: 
LONGEVITY MAGAZINE 

PO. Box 3226, Harlan, IA 51593-2406 


H2PEO 


FOR FASTEST SERVICE CALL 


1-800-333-2782 


FICTION 


He had everything 

going for him: a beautiful 
girlfriend, a glamorous 
job, plenty of money. But 
suddenly it all fell 

apart, and it's all Thom 
Frankle can do to keep 
his head above water. 


STILL 
LIVES 


BY SCOTT SOMMER 


It came back to Frankle in a 
flash of regret that he'd gone 
into photography in the first 
place because he couldn't 
believe his eyes. More than 
likely, had he known ten 
years earlier what he knew 
now, he would not have 
allowed his aesthetic wonder 
to calcify into a career. Then 
again, this general mid-life 
lament might be a cover for a 
more specific fear—namely, 
that his firing would be the 
excuse Monica had been 
seeking for the better part of 
two years to end her own 
kind of wrong move. Or was 
it, to the contrary, the excuse 
that Frankle had been 


PAINTING BY 
GOTTFRIED HELNWEIN 
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seeking and one he had unconsciously 
empioyed Laurie Larsen to help him play 
out? He supposed he'd find out soon 
enough. 

Cabs were backed up on Columbus 
Avenue from Lincoln Center. Frankle 
didn't need the horn blowing and curs- 
ing. He bought a bottle of whiskey and a 
bouquet of flowers before escaping into 
the quiet of the brownstone. 


He disengaged the alarm and three locks 
and entered the darkened duplex. When 
Jack failed to greet him, he peeked into 
the bedroom, thinking that the Airedale 
and Monica might be napping. But the 
bed was empty, and he closed his eyes 
to picture the two of them in the park. 

He set out whiskey and snacks on the 
kitchenette counter and carefully ar- 
ranged the flowers in a vase. Then he 
stood for a moment, smoking a cigarette, 
at the base of the spiral staircase in the 
high-ceilinged living room. He stared at 
the monachromatic shimmer of the white 
pots of plants hanging before the long 
windows that opened onto the avenue 
below. Somehow the crimson of taillights, 
catapulted mysteriously upward, 
splashed against the darkened panes 

Upstairs, in the roof-level room, what 
Frankle took ta be a figure staring in from 
the terrace through the glass of the slid- 
ing door revealed itself, when lights au- 
tomatically clicked on, to be his own re- 
flection. 

For years the upstairs space had been 
used as an audiovisual den—a media 
room, Monica called it. Frankle, however, 
imagined he could convert a section of 
it into a studio for head-shot work and still 
allow sufficient space for Monica to re- 
view her videotaped performances in 
“Still Lives.” Shooting heads now seemed 
Frankle’s most expedient strategy for 
covering his "apartner's" share of the du- 
plex's exorbitant rent. 

He unstrapped the cameras and hung 
them on hooks protruding from the ex- 
terior wall of the closet-size darkroom. 
Though he had no objective reason to 
panic, the room's mortuarial silence sent 
Frankle dashing downstairs for a drink of 
that whiskey. 

The clock above the refrigerator indi- 
cated several minutes past seven. 
Reaching for ice, Frankle tried to recol- 
lect if Monica had mentioned that she 
would be using Jack in yet another seg- 
ment of the soap opera that had brought 
her celebrity and wealth for her role as 
Clara Ravens. The answer wasn't within 
the freezer compartment's swirling va- 
por, although, as Frankle closed the door, 
a sheet of paper loosed itself from the 
shiny exterior and floated back and forth 
in its descent to the floor. 

Frankle found himself in full genuflec- 
tion as he read: 

“Thom, | can't tell whether Рт bored 
with you or with myself, or if I'm actually 
in love with Victor. We're going, Victor and 
1, to London for a break from the hellish 
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taping schedule. After that, | just don't 
know. I'll be in touch. Monica." 

He reread the note enough times to 
memorize it, but for some perplexing rea- 
son he couldn't remember a word of it; 
and when he rose from his knees he felt 
a great disorienting distance between 
himself and objects in the apartment. 
Grabbing the throat of the whiskey bottle, 
he wandered down the hallway to the 
bedroom. The traverse seemed to take 
forever, and leaning to rest against the 
jamb of the doorway, Frankle noted the 
wooden hangers both hanging empty in 
the closet and scattered on the floor in а 
trail to the open drawers of Monica's an- 
tique bureau. Undoubtedly, she'd been 
in a hurry. 

The bottle raised itself to Frankle's lips, 
and he turned away. He started next door 
to speak with Harry Chambers, then re- 
membered that his neighbor wouldn't be 
released from the V.A. detox clinic for an- 
other week. Turning in a circle to the 
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There was no point 
denying it: What begins with a 
screwing ends with a 
screwing. Love had nothing to 
do with Thom 
Frankle and Monica Webb. 


° 


closed bathroom door, he shouldered the 
warped thing open. 

The glare from the bulbs surrounding 
Monica's beauty mirror forced his eyes 
to the floor. Shredded tampons lay all over 
the tiles. Then Jack pulled his head from 
the toilet, from which he had been drink- 
ing to wash down the flecks of his cigar- 
shaped snacks, and leaped at Frankle in 
a frenzy of relief while drooling the blue 
dye of Ty-D-Bol. Frankle backed away to 
avoid the stained tongue and cracked his 
head on the hot-water pipe vertically bor- 
dering the bathtub. He went down di- 
rectly, relinquishing his grip on the whis- 
key as the lights momentarily imploded. 
The shattering glass sent the Airedale 
scrabbling madly into the hallway. 

When the pain at the back of his head 
cleared sufficiently, Frankle opened his 
eyes, touched his hand to his head. and 
checked his palm. But the only bloodlike 
color to reach his eyes adhered to the 
mirrored medicine cabinet. 

The lipsticked message read: u CAN 
KEEP THE DOG! 


The phone rang twice before the ma- 
chine intercepted the call. A bag of ice 


pressed to his head, Frankle wobbled 
down the hallway and picked up. 

"Thomas Frankle?" 

"Speaking." 

“Stanley Stark here. | don't know if you 
remember me. I’ve played handball with 
you every Wednesday night at this time 
for the past ten years?" 

Frankle employed "sorry" twice before 
Stark interrupted him. 

“I'm sorry myself, Thomas. | just relin- 
quished the court and am standing in the 
locker room adjacent to the pool. i'm 
suited up in filthy jock and shorts, after a 
very bad day at the office. Needless to 
say, your absence gives umbrage." 

"| can explain, Stan.” 

“Please.” 

Frankle shouldered the wail and closed 
his eyes. 

"Jack's sick. His tongue's blue. | was 
forced—" 

"Blue, you say?" 

"Ceruleanly so, Stan." 

"Curious. You didn't happen to read the 
latest E.P.A. study on lead in our drinking 
water?" 

Frankle sat down on Monica's side of 
the bed and conceded he'd been busy. 

"Study came across my desk this very 
morning. Thirty-eight million are suffer- 
ing. Lead solder on the pipe joints and 
so forth. You'll be interested to learn that 
symptoms include anxiety, learning dis- 
ability, and— pay attention—blue tongue. 
Jack continues, | presume, to drink from 
the toilet? 

Frankle opened his eyes. "Excuse me, 
Stan, but Monica and | are іп the mid- 
ае 

Again!" 

"Would you mind letting me off the hook 
here?" 

"Absolutely not. in fact, I'm going to 
insist we meet on East Sixth for our 
scheduled Indian fare. When can you be 
there?” 

Frankle insisted on an hour, but Stark 
wheedied him down to 45 minutes. 

"Don't get me wrong." Stark put in. “| 
myself am perplexed at the degree of my 
obduracy. Might it be Susan's pregnancy 
problems?" 

"What pregnancy problems?" 

"And don't let me forget to tell you about 
a rather curious call | received from Harry 
Chambers." 


Crammed on a platform before dirty win- 
dows, the Indian ensemble consisted of 
a sitar, tabla, and tamboura. Frankle sat 
at the bar in a sweltering low-ceilinged 
room draped in sheets of ballooning 
madras. He was considering whether the 
ragas or the three bottles of Bombay beer 
should be credited with soothing his 
nerves, when Stanley Stark appeared, 
wearing a gas mask. In the process of 
removing the contraption, Stark pushed 
his mohair toupee into misalignment. 
Stark was a lanky man with a dispro- 
portionately large head and lugubrious 
brown eyes. Frankle believed it was the 
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beard and long nose that imparted to his. 
friend's face a benign, old-fashioned 
homeliness. 

"What's with the mask?" 

"That time of year. And technically, it's 
a respirator." 

"That time of year?" 

Stark assumed a stool beside Frankle. 
"Boiler start-ups, Thomas. Autumn. The 
burning of waste oil laced with such con- 
taminants as arsenic, cadmium, chro- 
mium, and halogens—all of which issue 
relentlessly from thousands upon thou- 
sands of chimneys. The resultant health 
disorders stagger—" 

"Please," Frankle said, "cease with the 
disorders." 

Stark called out for a mineral water. 
"Heart and renal disease is skyrocketing, 
and women in their forties are dropping 
from cancer like flies. Statistically speak- 
ing, it's the leading cause of these un- 
timely mortalities. Mrs. Stark herself is 
approaching this target group." 

Stark poured his imported water over 
ice. His suit, Frankle noted, was an ill- 
fitting polyester thing, and he wore ga- 
loshes to protect his shoes. 

"There's no end to it, Thomas: the dev- 
astation. My environmental work's strictly 
rearguard. Ecosystemically speaking, 
these are the latter days." 

Frankle stared into his beer and thought 
about the good earth; vague memories 
of once feeling a part of it came to mind. 

"How's yourself?" Stark inquired. 

Frankle gave this a moment's thought, 
then shrugged. 

Stanley nodded solemnly, his lips 
pressed together. "History, Thomas. It's 
gone off the track for good, I'm afraid. It's 
driving us all mad." 

Frankle cleared his throat and told Stark 
about the firing and Monica's running off. 

Stark pulled at his nose. "Are you hope- 
less?" 

"With your help, l'm getting there." 

They stared at the bar's varnished 
gleaming, hands folded piously. 

"| can see you're a lot more upset than 
youre letting on," Stark said. "Which re- 
minds me. Harry Chambers called this 
morning from Pennsylvania. State troop- 
ers found him in his car in a ditch off the 
road." 

Frankle set down his beer and wiped 
his chin with the back of his hand. "What 
are you talking about?" 

"Our one-day warrior skipped detox 
and hit the road with a quart of Heaven 
Hill bourbon. Troopers found him—and 
the empty bottle—off the road, with the 
windows of the car taped and a vacuum- 
cleaner hose inserted into the backseat 
through a hole in the trunk. He was re- 
vived and charged with attempted sui- 
cide. As you know from his last try, sui- 
cide's illegal." 

"Harry tried to asphyxiate himself 
again?" 

"For which he's been incarcerated in a 
state hospital outside Harrisburg." 

"Are you telling the truth?" 
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"| always tell the truth, Thomas. It's why 
Руе never earned more than thirty-two 
thousand dollars іп any one year. I've 
been on the phone with his parents half 
the day. They've hired a shrink, who will 
have him transferred to the custody of a 
private facility here in the city. For finan- 
cial reasons, | advised they return him to 
the V.A., but Mr. Chambers wants to give 
a shot to a private-sector shrink. Big waste 
of money, if you ask me. Not likely they 
can do any better with Harry than the 
government quacks.” 

Frankle shook his head. “I can't believe 
he didn't call me.” 

"I'm sure he was too embarrassed to 
call, He only phoned me for free legal 
advice" 

Frankle ordered another beer. "What 
will they do with him?" 

"The usual, | presume. Enough ECT and 
anti-depressants to animate a stone. 
When's the last time you saw him?" 

"Before he went into detox last week," 
Then Frankle added defensively, "Why 
would you ask me that?" 

"Suicides usually give clues, Thomas." 

"Chambers has been giving clues for 
the last twenty years!" 

"Which further reminds me. He wants 
you to collect his mail.” 

"That's all?" 

“Considering he just attempted sui- 
cide, that seems a lot." 

Frankle lit a cigarette and snapped 
smoke rings toward the ceiling. “I can't 
believe he tried it again." 

"To be blunt, Thomas, you have a ten- 
dency to displace and project. I'm con- 
fident you're the one in deep shit. Feel 
free to talk about it.” 

"With all due respect," Frankle an- 
swered, "you've been living with your 
psychotherapist too long." 

"Unarguably correct. In my defense, 
however, I've tried everything in my power 
to get Susan to file for divorce. Alas, noth- 
ing seems to work. Neither indifference 
nor months of lack of cooperation. Now 
she's five months pregnant and submit- 
ting to one test after another. I'm trapped, 
Thomas. Utterly so, I'm afraid.” 

Frankie waved his hand dismissively 
and moved from the bar to a white- 
clothed table. 

Stark joined him, fidgeting in the room's 
heat until he finally pulled the toupee from 
his head and pocketed it. Frankle leaned 
forward and removed a piece of tape from 
the crown of Stark's head. 

“Don't they have paste for these things, 
Stan?” 

"Myriad pastes. But the ingredients are 
dangerously absorbent. Melanomas, 
brain tumors, embolisms. . . . Tape's safer. 
Without exception, the old-fashioned is 
always safer than the new and improved. 
For example, choose horse to automo- 
bile, foot scooter to dirt bike, life to life- 
style." 

Frankie consulted the menu. "Split the 
regular fare?" 

In answer, Stark removed an apple from 
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his jacket and began buffing it with a 
handkerchief. 

"As of yesterday, ме renounced con- 
suming all non-organically grown foods. 
The studies on the toxins inherent in cy- 
anide-based pesticide and insecticide 
applications stagger the imagination. 
We're being systematically poisoned, 
Thomas. Cancer rates are projected as 
high as fifty percent by the turn of the 
century." 

Frankle kept his eyes closed an extra 
moment to underscore his exasperation, 
before signaling the waiter and ordering 
half a dozen dishes. 

Stark requested another mineral water. 

When the waiter withdrew, Frankle said, 
"| believe you wanted to discuss Susan's 
pregnancy?” 

“Frankly, Thomas, I'd rather hear about 
Monica's latest infidelity. Who's it this 
time? Another Eurotrash type?” 

Frankle tilted his head and squinted 
charily. 


e 


When he discovered 
a pair of Monica's panties, it 
all came crashing down, 
and he knocked back two shots 
of whiskey to corral 
a regret he feared might 
start a stampede. 


9 


"Very well, then," Stark said. "if you in- 
sist upon interrogating me, I'll mention that 
a major test came back last night. Ap- 
parently, Thomas—and this is confiden- 
tial—there's some genetic problem. Some 
mutogenic business." 

Frankle frowned as Stark nervously 
buffed the apple on his lapel 

"Apparently, the fetus is all fucked up." 

“Don't talk like that, Stan.” 

“We're old friends. Old male friends. 
We can take it.” 

The food arrived in little silver cups, 
crusty and overcooked, as if prepared 
earlier in the week. 

“Fetus is male." Stark stared at his 
hands, enfolded around the apple. “This 
incipient son of mine, however, is going 
to be either a blathering Mongolian id- 
iot—to employ the old-fashioned rubric, 
which | prefer to special person—a boy 
with breasts and no balls, a psychopath 
with hair growing from his forehead, or 
possibly a midget with a penis for a head 
and legs where his ears should be." 

"Keep your voice down, please," Fran- 
kle whispered. 

“Susan can't decide what to do. For 
myself, it's rather clear. Either abort the 


fetus day after tomorrow or open a trav- 
eling circus by summer." 

Frankle gazed into the sag paneer— 
chunks of cheese floating in spinach— 
and slowly pushed the plate away. 

“Confidentially, Thomas, I'm not as 
shocked as Susan. The gruesome envi- 
ronmental studies on the mutogenic and 
teratogenic chemicals saturating the en- 
vironment cannot be fathomed. For the 
record, Susan and !—and the fetus, for 
that matter—are merely downside statis- 
tics." 

Frankle raised his eyes furtively and 
was shocked at how radically Stark's 
comportment had changed. He seemed 
to have sunk sadly into himself, and his 
skin appeared pallid and waxen. 

Frankle cleared his throat. "Why don't 
we take a walk?" 

Stark drummed a spoon nervously 
against the back of his hand and stared 
imploringly at Frankle. "What would you 
do?" 

Frankle looked heavenward. Had Mon- 
ica and he not chosen the abortionist, 
they'd have two children, five and three. 
"What i thought best, ! guess." 

"Naturally, Thomas. But for whom? 
Yourself, the wife, the fetus?" 

"| don't know," Frankle said finally. 

Stark bit into the apple, picked a splin- 
terof red skin from his teeth, then pushed 
his chair from the table. 

"That walk," he said. "I've an early court 
date.” 


After escorting Jack around the block for * 
the terrier's nightly, Frankle showered and 
climbed into bed. His mind was jumping, 
and he sipped a cup of whiskey. The 
Airedale lay beside him, munching a Milk 
Bone. The Bible didn't work, and Frankie 
extinguished the lamp and lay quietly in 
the dark, listening to the racket of traffic. 

He had known Stanley Stark and Harry 
Chambers from his adolescent days in 
Park Slope, Brooklyn. The Chamberses 
lived across the street and the Starks next 
door. By a complex process of insecurity, 
inertia, and affection, Frankle had re- 
mained friends with both men for the bet- 
ter part of 25 years, even though the pas- 
sage of such time had taught him that the 
three held little in common beyond a 
shared sense of the past, which Frankle 
found comforting, despite its frequent in- 
conveniences in the present. Deep down, 
he had never understood either of his 
friends, particularly their fervid idealism, 
though Frankle knew instinctively that 
without the anchor of their intensity he 
would have felt abandoned to the incon- 
sequential surfaces of his life with Mon- 
ica Webb and Concupiscence. 

Stark and Chambers, as litigator and 
writer, respectively, were drawn to inves- 
tigation. Frankle admired them, even 
though their dedication seemed to drive 
them both decidedly crazy, as well as 
deeper and deeper into trouble, as if the 
world were just waiting to ambush them 
for their relentless scrutiny. 
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NO WINE BEFORE ITS TIME 


The famous wine-making trio 
of Gallo brothers—Ernest, 
Julio, and Joseph—are 
embroiled in a bitter family 
dispute centering on one 
brother's cheese business. 
Claiming trademark infringe- 
ment, the other two brothers 


have sued him, asserting 
that his Gallo-brand cheese 
is shoddy and rodent- 
infested. In return, the third 
brother has raised questions 
about the quality of the wine 
produced by the family 
vineyards. 


THE INSCRUTABLE EAST 


Despite high construction 
costs—up to $150 per square 
foot—classic American log 
homes are being built by 


increasing numbers of Japa- 
nese. Imports of these pre- 
cut homes are expected 

to double by next year. 


DEJA VU 


Representative Joseph Ken- 
nedy Il, nephew of President 
John Kennedy, was charged 
with assaulting a teenage 
motorist who nearly collided 
with him in Boston. The 
motorist claimed that Ken- 
nedy was speeding. In 1972, 
Kennedy pleaded guilty to 
negligent driving after an 
accident in which a teenage 
girl was paralyzed. 


One of the producers of a 
Broadway comedy was 
discovered to be serving a 
28-year prison sentence 

in California for attempted 
murder, and is under indict- 
ment as a key figure in an 
international cocaine-smug- 


gling ring. 


A 
FOIBLES 


FRAILTIES 
ND 


A Rockford, Illinois, woman 
watching television was 
shocked to find a picture of 
herself on the screen, 
accompanied by a report 
that she had been murdered. 
Apologetic TV news officials 
later explained that they 

had mixed up pictures taken 
from a high school yearbook. 


OUR 
NATION'S 
EDUCATORS 
AT WORK 


Investigators discovered that 
a member of a school board 
in New York City is a home- 
less woman who has been 
living in a cardboard box 
alongside a highway. 


BUT GET ME TO THE 
CHURCH ON TIME 


A limousine carrying a bride 
and her bridesmaids to a 
Boston wedding was hijacked 
by a man who claimed he 
had to get away from the 
police. Fortunately, the women | 
were able to persuade him 

to drop them off at the church 
so that the bride could get 
married. 


IC TRANSI 


roducer Steve Friedman, 

widely credited for the 
success of the "Today" show, 
suffered a severe loss of 
reputation when his "USA 
Today" show floundered 
in the ratings. Friedman 
blamed CBS in part for 
broadcasting the show in the 
prime New York market at 
1:30 AM. "If CBS had a brain," 
Friedman said, "it would be 
brain dead." 


baseball card of Charles 

"Lindy" Lindstrom, a 
virtually forgotten player from 
the 1930s New York Giants, 
is now worth $1 million. It 
turns out that the card show- 
ing Lindstrom's picture was 
deliberately withheld from a 
set distributed in 1932. Only 
the original file copy, recently 
located, now exists. 


A Washington firm offers a 
board game called Home 
Rulette that describes the 
District of Columbia govern- 
ment's office building as the 

"Big Watermelon" 
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UST 

LED 
TO SAY I 

LOVE YOU 


Singer Stevie Wonder says 
he plans to run for mayor 

of Detroit. Wonder, a native of 
the city, said that he is being 
called by God to run for 

the office: "I feel that God 
has an even bigger plan for 
me, and | would like to move 
to that plan." 


SHUT THE 
FUCK UP! 


Talk-show host Joe Franklin, 
on his "Memory Lane" show 
"The show does keep a lot 
of people happy. ! get letters 
from people who say that 

my radio show is their reason 
for living." 


WORST NEW PRODUCT 


city street as "Dyke Drive." 
Based on Monopoly, the 
game's premise asks, "What 
happens when a coalition 
of welfare entrepreneurs, 
black supremacists, radical 
homosexuals, and common 
criminals take over the local 
government of the national 
capital city of a 
modern super- 
power?" 


. DIVERSIONS 


A ae GOES 


TOO FA 


There is now a Russian- 
language version of the ever 
popular, very capitalist 
Monopoly game with currency 
in rubles and Boardwalk 
renamed Arbat 


BOARDWALK 


A PLACE IN THE SUN 


Entertainer Bill Cosby was 
named first-place winner of 
the Boring Institute's fifth 
annual “Ten Most Boring 
Celebrities" contest, beating 
out second-place winner 


Donald Trump. The New Jer- 
sey—based organization 
awards the honor to 
celebrities who suffer the 
most from “massive media 
over-exposure." 


OFFICE 


The head of a New York 
charitable foundation was 
charged with looting nearly $7 
million from the fund in order 
to finance a lavish lifestyle 
that included limousines, 
overseas vacations, and 
meals in expensive restau- 
rants. Authorities said the 
foundation head took the 
money by charging excessive 
fees ($250 to $375 an hour) 
for his work, which basically 
consisted of writing checks 
to charities several dozen 
times a year. 


LIFE AT 
THE TOP 


Honolulu officials refused to 

allow tobacco heiress Doris 

Duke to bring a pair of camels 

6,000 miles from her New 
Jersey estate to her Hawaii 

mansion for her 35-year- 
old daughter. 


RECORDS 


hree New York City men 

became the first people in 
history to make a nonstop 
journey through all 466 stops 
of the city's subway system. 
The trip took nearly 30 hours. 


M aritza Rivas, an 
employee of Saks Fifth 
Avenue, won a contest search 
for the best gift wrapper in 
New York City, finishing eight 
gifts in five minutes. She 
defeated Louise Maner, a 
Bloomingdale's legend, who 
managed to wrap seven 

gifts in the same time period. 


SER! 
DOG DAY 


AFTERNOON 


A convicted drug dealer 
serving time in a New York 
penitentiary filed a $500,000 
suit against the state, claim- 
ing that it was negligent 

for not printing a bilingual 
warning on a prison-issued 
can of octopus. The Spanish- 
speaking inmate claimed 
that he cut his hand because 
he was not told in Spanish 
how to open the can 


wo-thirds of teenage boys 

surveyed by a national 
magazine claimed to have 
had sex with a girl by the age 
of 15. The boys also ranked 
bad breath along with birth 
control as a significant worry 
in a sexual relationship. 


alk-show host Sally Jessy 

Raphael, one of the most 
active purveyors of so-called 
trash TV, said that she 
recently drew the line at 
necrophilia, the perversion of 
having sex with dead bodies. 
Raphael said she canceled 
a show on that topic halfway 
through the taping despite 
probable high ratings 
because it would have 
offended too many of her 
viewers. 


CLASS ACT 


The VH-1 network stopped 
broadcasting a video by 

a rap-music star because he 
repeatedly scratched his 
crotch on-screen 


WHERE ARE 
THEY NOW? 


Sonny Bono—former hus- 
band and singing partner of 
Cher, mayor of Palm Springs, 
California, and restaurateur— 
travels a great deal promot- 
ing the city, selling T-shirts 
bearing a picture of Bono in 
tennis gear with the message 
"| Want You, Babe." 


Animal-rights activists in 
Washington, D.C., spent 


STOP ME \ $240 to buy seven 
BEFORE L M live lobsters from a 
restaurant. The lobsters were 


later released back into the 


sea. The group said the 
lobsters prefer the cooler 
waters of Maine. 


THE JERRY 
FALWELL 
MEMORIAL 
FILE 


Evangelists Jim and Tammy 
Faye Bakker, ousted two 
years ago from the PT.L. tele- 
vision ministry following a 
sex and money scandal, 
returned to television on a 
show taped in the living room 
of a borrowed home and 
broadcast to a handful of sta- 
tions. Mrs. Bakker, who 
began crying two minutes 
into the show, called it "the 
happiest day of my life." 


Angered because 
her eight-year-old son 
was not permitted 
to accompany a 
class field trip to see 
Big Bird, a Brooklyn 
mother stormed 
into the school, 
grabbed the boy's 
teacher by the hair, 
and proceeded to 
beat her up in front of 
the entire class 


EDITOR'S NOTE: 


We welcome your contributions for future "Dreams & 
Diversions” columns, and we will give a free one-year sub- 
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STILL LIVES 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 72 


When Harry Chambers, for example, 
as the high school's valedictorian, had 
decíded against college and allowed 
himself to be drafted in 1968, it had im- 
pressed Frankle as merely one more 
grandiose gesture that Frankle imagined 
he'd never understand. Without a word of 
warning, in the autumn of 1969, while 
Stark and Frankle dodged safely into col- 
lege deferments, Chambers had gone off 
valiantly to Vietnam. Walking point on his 
first patrol for a volunteer S and D pla- 
toon, he tripped a toe popper. Three 
months later he hobbled home on a pros- 
thetic foot, with a marble for a right eye. 
Ever since then, he had waged a war with 
words, as if language could somehow re- 
deem his lost past or restore the missing 
parts of himself. 

As for Stark, he had graduated from 
Harvardin three years, during which time 
he lost all his hair as the result of a ner- 
vous condition. After one semester of law 
school at New York University he mar- 
ried Susan Friedman, matriculated to- 
ward a doctorate in psychology at the 
same school. Before the war's end, they 
had bought a brownstone in Brooklyn, not 
far from where Stark was raised. Notwith- 
standing Stark's weekly handball game 
and dinner, Frankle suspected the man 
didn't take any time away from his desk 
atthe state Environmental Protection Bu- 


reau in the World Trade Center. 

If, as Stanley Stark surmised, Cham- 
bers had indeed gone to war to prove 
something to his father (just as Stark had 
driven himself through Harvard and New 
York University at record-breaking speed 
to impress his father), neither Nick 
Chambers nor Irv Stark seemed, to Fran- 
kle’s way of thinking, impressed with their 
sons. Infact, Irving Stark had died before 
Stanley won his first case (against a 
Queens dry cleaner who was illegally 
disposing of triethylchlorine), and Cham- 
bers's father hadn't even greeted his son 
at the San Francisco airport when Harry 
was shipped back from the war. 

For that matter, neither Stark nor Fran- 
kle had met Chambers at the airport. 
Frankie's excuse had been that he hadn't 
known of Harry's wounding until Cham- 
bers gimped into Frankles Lower Fast 
Side loft in the summer of 1970. Stark 
himself didn't have any excuse beyond 
considering all Vietnam veterans war 
criminals, guilty of both genocide and the 
rape of Asian flora and fauna. Stark was 
probably the only lawyer alive who had 
filed a class-action suit with the World 
Court on behaif of tigers and monkeys. 
On the other hand, Chambers had never 
said a word about Vietnam, though he'd 
written a trilogy of little-read autobio- 
graphical novels about the life of a man 
before, during, and after the war, which 
Hollywood had paid him handsomely to 
adapt for the screen, Though none of the 
Scripts had been produced, Chambers 


had saved enough to live fashionably in 
Manhattan for the five years he had lived 
next door to Frankle. 

Frankie figured he had remained 
friends with the two for the same reason 
he had cohabited with Monica Webb 
without asking many serious questions: 
Life frightened him and he admired com- 
bative people, recognizing that he par- 
ticipated vicariously in their extroversion. 
If the truth be known, Frankle had sus- 
pected all along that Monica resented him 
for not being aggressive enough. This 
much was true: Frankle could have been 
more devoted. Nevertheless, the tawdry 
and fickle infidelities in which she had 
engaged before dumping him was an- 
other matter, one that intimidated him far 
more than he was comfortable acknowl- 
edging, especially since trying to match 
her tryst for tryst over the years only fur- 
ther weakened his precarious sense of 
self-esteem. 

Naturally, as Frankle was familiar with 
the fashionable psychology of blame, he 
knew that lurking behind his troubles with 
Monica Webb were far more inveterate 
conflicts with his progenitors. But he didn't 
have the fortitude to review those twin 
catastrophes and preferred leaving that 
part of his past out of his present. A stroke 
had buried his 70-year-old father, and 
Frankle's mother, beyond asking what he 
was looking for in the refrigerator, had 
always been manifestly uninterested in 
her son's personal life. For years Monica 
had pushed therapy on him, but Frankle 
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didn't believe in the "talking cure." What 
he wished for was something called Hu- 
mility, and from his understanding of the 
concept, there was simply no talking your 
way through or around its fiery initiation. 

Down on the avenue, a garbage truck's 
compactor droned thunderously. Frankle 
employed the remaining puddle of whis- 
key to knock back the last of Monica's 
prescription of Valium. In the room's am- 
bient light, the black-and-white blowups 
of her, which Frankle once vaingloriously 
considered Avedonesque, stared back 
at him with a grotesqueness reminiscent 
of the malicious Arbus. 

There was no point in denying it: What 
begins with a screwing ends with a 
screwing. Love had nothing to do with 
Thom Frankle and Monica Webb. 


Sunday, after clipping to dry six prints of 
"Passengers," taken the previous week 
in a Grand Central Terminal waiting area, 
Frankle scooted downstairs to torment his 
eyes with the televised showdown from 
New Jersey's Cancer Alley, between the 
football Giants and the hated Dallas 
Cowboys. 

At halftime, Frankle ordered in Chinese 
food to celebrate his team's ten-point 
lead; but less than four minutes into the 
third quarter, the Giants had blown their 
lead by way of unimaginabie turnovers, 
and Frankle contemplated heaving the tin 
of cold noodles and sesame sauce at a 
close-up of the apoplectic head coach. 

The phone rang. 

"Thom?" 

His breath caught at the slamming of 
his heart. “Hold on a second." 

He turned off the sound of booing and 
lit a cigarette. 

"Am t interrupting something?" Monica 
said. 

“No, no," Frankle said. “I'm great. And 
you?" 

“I've been having a smashing time. | 
phoned because | figured you'd be 
watching your football tearn." 

Frankle cleared his throat. "I've got 
people in for brunch. You sound closer 
than London." 

“I'm ringing you from Kennedy Air- 
port.” 

He lit a second cigarette off the first, 
then frantically extinguished both. 

“I'd be happy to pick you up.” 

“That's awfully good of you. But no, 
thanks.” 

“| didn’t expect you back so soon." His 
capitulation signaled as plaintiveness. 
"its good to hear your voice." 

"Thom, | miss Jack." 

"He misses you, too. Really, Monica, } 
don't mind picking you up." 

"Listen, Thom, | don't want to fight about 
this, but | want Jack back." 

Frankle stared at the TV. The Cowboys 
kicked a field goal. 

"What did you say?" 

The operator demanded 25 cents for 
the next three minutes and Frankle lis- 
tened to depositing coins. Then a com- 
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puter voice said, "Thank you!" 

“Victor and | are flying to L.A. tonight,” 
Monica resumed. “We were all set to 
spend two weeks in Paris, but Victor's 
picture got a go. I'm going to be ina 
movie, Thom.” 

“Hold it, Monica. You're calling me be- 
cause you want the dog?” 

He heard her speaking to someone. 
Then she said to Frankle, “Victor and | 
have reserved Jack one of those kennel 
cages. We've got a three-hour layover. 
We thought we'd zip in directly and get 
him. Is four o'clock a good time?" 

Frankle told her as pleasantly as pos- 
sible that he wasn't about to lose custody 
of Jack. 

Monica's tone changed abruptly, be- 
coming pernicious. 

"He's my dog, Thom. You bought him 
for me.” 

"As you sugges! 
not fight about thi: 

"Victor and | are coming in for Jack. 1'd 


rankle repliéd, "let's 
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Stark was probably 
the only lawyer alive who had 
filed a class-action 
suit with the World Court 
on behalf of 
tigers and monkeys. 
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prefer if you left him in the apartment and 
went out. | have my keys. We'll drop in at 
four, as planned." 

"| won't be here at four." 

"That's fine. This way there shan't bea 
scene.” 

"Shan't!". 

"Stop it, Thom!" 

"Don't come here, Monica." Frankle's 
{опе began to gather stridency. "For 
everyone's sake— mine, yours, Jack's, 
Vicky's.” 

“Don't call him Vicky." 

"Don't come in, Monica." - 

"Jack's mine, and don't forget that the 
flat's mine as well. It's in ту name, in case 
you've forgotten." 

“It's in both our names." 

"Wrong. I've already checked with my 
lawyer So don't push me. I'll be there at 
four.” 

She hung up. It was nearly three. 

Frankle phoned a locksmith. By three- 
thirty, the locks had been changed and 
Frankie was out 50 bucks. 

He had no sooner hidden with Jack in 
a doorway across the street from the 
brownstone when a black limousine 
pulled up. In Frankie's eyes they looked 


like extraterrestrials alighting. The sheen 
of their androgynous outfits, silvery and 
puffy, glinted even in the overcast twi- 
light. They went into the building and 
Frankle waited. 

When they reemerged, Monica threw 
her keys into the gutter and went to the 
corner phone booth. He watched her look 
up to their apartment windows. At first 
she appeared angry, but when she put 
the phone down, Frankle could see she 
was crying. Victor had disappeared into 
the limousine, and for a moment Monica 
looked a little lost. 

What Frankle hoped for then, seques- 
tered in the doorway, was that Monica 
would send Victor off to L.A. and recon- 
cile things with her two "apartners'— 
Thom and Jack. That he needed Monica 
forthe wrong reasons, and that the need 
might, technically speaking, have noth- 
ing to do with love, didn't make it any 
easier for him to remain hidden as Mon- 
ica returned to the limousine. 

The elongated windows were coated 
with a mirrorlike substance, and Frankle 
beheld only a streak of reflections when 
he tried to catch a last glimpse of her as 
the automobile passed. He stepped out 
tothe sidewalk and walked the other way, 
to the corner phone booth. 

It surprised him to hear her real voice 
rather than the recorded version. 

"You're supposed to be in California." 

"Never went," Laurie Larsen said. "Dell 
Jordan's people canceled the interview 
just as | was about to board. Thank God 
| had my Concupiscence beeper.” 

“Didn't you get my message?" 

"Where was 1 supposed to call you? 
Your place?" 

"Monica's gone. We broke up." 

“Again!” 

“I'd prefer to talk about this in person." 

“Can't.” 

“I'm on the street, about to hop a cab.” 

“Someone's here.” 

"Couldn't you go out for cigarettes?" 

"| don't smoke.” 

"Something else, then. This is impor- 
tant." 

“Thom,” Laurie Larsen whispered, 
"success requires more than talent. It re- 
quires calculation. lts something you 
never learned." 

“Don't talk like that. That isn't you." 

"Success requires calculation," she re- 
peated emphatically. 

"What about us?" 

"Us was a miscalculation. Us got you 
fired" 

In the background, Frankle heard a man 
call out something. 

"Listen," she whispered, "don't ruin my 
memories of you," and hung up. 

An internal voice recited, Ye ask and 
receive not, because ye ask amiss, that 
ye may consume it upon your lusts. 


Frankle spent the first week of his un- 
employment in an obsessive frenzy of as- 
signing Monica's belongings to boxes and 
then hiding the boxes in closets. Then he 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 136 


KATJA 


© want a man to notice 
my body, to appreciate it like an 
exquisite work of art. 
But it's even more of a turn- 
on when he can 
relate to me intellectually. % 
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В. in Czechoslovakia, 24-year-old June 


Pet of the Month Katja Zajcek is very much a woman of the world. "I thrive on fine food, 

music, and literature, and surround myself with classical objets d'art," she says. "My outlook 

is summed up by the title of my favorite film, La Dolce Vita ... ‘the sweet life.’ But unlike the 

characters themselves, | am certainly far from what you Americans might consider deca- 
dent. In Europe, we are raised to revere whatever pleases the senses." 
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A professional model who's appeared on 
stage, film, and television, 35-23-35 Katja's 
used to being admired. "| want a man to 
notice my body, to appreciate it like an exqui- 
site work of art. But it's even more of a turn-on 
when he can relate to me intellectually." 


"I've yet to meet the man who can provide me with all the 
stimulation | require. Of course, if | ever do,” Katja muses, "he'll 
be my most prized possession!" 
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When she's not sweating it out on the volleyball court, Katja 
enjoys submerging herself in a novel by J. D. Salinger or Joseph 
Heller. An aspiring writer herself, she plans to study journalism. 


"| love to listen to the Doors," the Slavic 

beauty enthuses. "Jim Morrison's one artist 

who's made lust poetic." But Katja also admits 

a penchant for Chopin and Dvorak. "| wish | 

could be a famous musician," she adds, "just 
to be able to give people pleasure." 


Meanwhile, Katja's 
plotting an itinerary 
that will take her on 
a whirlwind tour of 
Europe's great muse- 
ums. "To be inde- 
pendent and simply 
baskinthe beauty sur- 
rounding me," she 


says, sighing, “that 
would be the sweet- 
est life of all.” 
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e Like a college class reunion—when 
those who haven't seen each other in many 
years come together— "classmates" of 
the Vietnam War become united at the Memorial. 


THE VIETNAM VETERANS ADVISER 


June is a month we associate 
with traditions and memo- 
ries—weddings, anniversa- 
ries, and graduations. Each of 
these commemorates a rite of 
passage from one status in life 
to another. Nowhere is this 
more apparent than at a high 
school or college commence- 
ment. The looking back at the 
challenges met and overcome 
by the students, coupled with 
the hopes for the future voiced 
by the commencement speak- 
ers, is an important feature of 
American life. The symbol of 
one graduating class after an- 
other going forth into a world 
of challenges is a reminder of 
the promise as well as the peril 
in the world 

Since Pearl Harbor, nearly 
50 percent of America's an- 
nual graduating classes have 
finished school to go forth into 
a world in which their country 
was at war. If the so-called 
cold-war era is included, the 
percentage rises to almost 75. 
In short, the word whispered 
into the ear of America's grad- 
uates by their elders has more 
often than not been "war," not 
"plastics." This fact has meant 
that many graduates have had 
to place their plans on hold 
until they completed their mil- 
itary service 

During the Vietnam War this 
Situation became even more 
contentious because of stu- 
dent draft deferments for those 
attending college or graduate 
school. Many of these stu- 
dents had little real interest in 
pursuing higher education; the 
overwhelming majority, how- 
ever, had even less interest in 
being drafted into the armed 
forces and possibly being sent 
to Vietnam. There is little doubt 
that this situation has pro- 
duced a kind of intra-genera- 
tional alienation between those 
members of the Vietnam-era 
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graduating classes who either 
volunteered to serve or ac- 
cepted their nation's call to 
arms and those who, for one 
reason or another, sat out the 
war in college. 

On the other hand, service 
in Vietnam has produced a re- 
markable "alumni associa- 
tion" of the war's "graduates." 
Much like their civilian coun- 
terparts, these soldiers are 
often identified by the year in 
which they graduated from 
Vietnam and returned to "the 
world." For these veterans, this 
was the date of their com- 
mencement. The respective 
classes of Vietnam—'66, '67, 
'68, etc.—are bonded to- 
gether by their shared war ex- 
perience. Because the war 
changed over time, the expe- 
riences also changed, as did 
the human costs of waging the 
conflict. Also, quite obviously, 
the American public's percep- 
tion and support of the war 
changed over time. Thus the 
servicemen and women who 
came home from Vietnam in, 
say, 1971 as opposed to 1966 
did so against a backdrop of 
vocal opposition to America's 
involvement in the war. 

In spite of the divisiveness 
occasioned by America's in- 
volvement in the Vietnam War, 
there is a bonding between 
and among the men and 


women who actually fought it. 
It manifests itself on a daily ba- 
Sis at the Vietnam Veterans 
Memorial in Washington, D.C. 

The ritual scarcely varies. 
The individual veteran, usually 
alone on his first visit, checks 
for the name of the person he 
has come to see. After locat- 
ing the section and line, the 
veteran proceeds slowly to that 
site. Once there, he points to 
count down to the line on which 
the name is located. When the 
name is found, it is one of those 
special moments in a veter- 
an's life. Here, at last, is part of 
the real homecoming he en- 
visioned while in Vietnam and 
a reunion with a very special 
friend, a fallen comrade. Al- 
though this moment of recog- 
nition is very private, the indi- 
vidual veterans show very little 
inclination to hide their emo- 
tions. Much of the private grief 
they have felt about Vietnam is 
displayed for all to see and 
share. 

Because the names are ar- 
rayed on the wall in the chron- 
ological order in which individ- 
uals were killed or died of 
wounds, visitors to the wall 
tend to form clusters, or re- 
union groups, from the year in 
question. Like a college class 
reunion—when classmates 
who haven't seen each other 
in many years come to- 


gether—classmates of the 
Vietnam War become united 
at the Memorial. These un- 
planned reunions are amaz- 
ing to behold. People who 
haven't seen each other in 20 
or more years, or who even 
thought that the other was 
dead, have been reunited at 
the Memorial under emotional 
circumstances that help them 
to share their grief and come 
to grips with the fact of their 
own survival. 

The graduates of Vietnam 
who come to the Memorial are 
not average Washington tour- 
ists. They come to the Memo- 
rial to be reunited, if only for 
an instant, with their fallen 
comrades and to remember 
their Vietnam experiences 
Frequently, it is a painful ex- 
perience. Many Vietnam vet- 
erans have shied away from 
coming to the Memorial be- 
cause they are afraid to con- 
front their emotions and the 
memories they have of their 
dead comrades. Slowly but 
surely these men have been 
overcoming their fears and are 
visiting in increasing num- 
bers. We urge these potential 
"first-timers"—or, as the 
schools put it, these "lost 
alumni"—to make the pilgrim- 
age to the Memorial. It will help 
them to put their Vietnam ex- 
perience into proper perspec- 
tive, and the shared experi- 
ence with other veterans will 
help them establish a better 
understanding with their fam- 
ily and friends. 

Our Vietnam veterans are 
truly a band of noble brothers 
and sisters, and the collective 
experience of their tours of 
duty is a national asset waiting 
to be claimed by the rest of 
us—and we need all the help 
we can get in solving Ameri- 
саз current problems.—Wil- 
liam R. CorsonOt—x 
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«The research and development 
of intoxicants that are as 
unabusable and safe as the foods 
we eat is as worthy of 

pursuit as any magic bullet or 
wonder drug.9 


ADVISE & DISSENT 
OPINION 


BY RONALD K. SIEGEL, Ph.D. 


The author, an associate 

research professor at U.C.LA., is an 
internationally acclaimed 
psychopharmacologist. His work 

has appeared in Omni, 

Scientific American, and Psychology 
Today. This article is 

adapted from his forthcoming 

book, Intoxication: Life in 

Pursuit of Artificial Paradise (ЕР Dutton). 
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There's no doubt that drug abuse is now our nation's night- 
mare. Despite the rhetoric of administrations, both Demo- 
cratic and Republican, despite endless amounts of money 
and law-enforcement manpower, and despite the media fire 
storms and blather, it's obvious that the war on drugs is un- 
winnable—at least the way we've been fighting it 

Is legalization the answer? Many eminent social scientists, 
economists, and policy advisers who have studied the ques- 
tion say that the legalization of illicit drugs such as marijuana 
and heroin would have healthier results, economically and 
medically, than their continued prohibition. It would certainly 
lower the social costs, most of which are absorbed by the 
criminality of drugs. In addition, legalization would eliminate 
a source of funds for organized crime while permitting gov- 
ernment health programs to profit from tax revenues on the 
legal sales. 

But these drugs are not safe. The list of adverse health 
consequences associated with marijuana, for example, which 
was once considered the prototype of a safe recreational 
drug, is growing with each new medical study. Licensing and 
dispensing of marijuana even by physicians would undoubt- 
edly lead to increased use, and such use is not entirely harm- 
less, even if greater societal harm is generated by its pro- 
hibition. Health costs would increase as the number of abusers 
multiplied. 

What, then, is the answer to this terrible dilemma? 

The answer is to make drugs perfectly safe. 

The best way to proceed in improving intoxicants is to 
utilize the technology that is our human distinction. The search 
for improved botanical and synthetic drugs is a time-honored 
quest of the pharmaceutical industry, which spends billions 
of dollars each year on the research and development of 
magic bullets and wonder drugs. The goal is to maximize 
desired effects and benefits, and minimize risks and dan- 
gers. A tacit but guiding notion is that one shouldn't feel too 
good. The Food and Drug Administration approved synthetic 
THC for clinical use in treating the nausea and vomiting ex- 
perienced by many cancer patients undergoing chemother- 
apy. But the approved form, Marinol, was a soft gelatin cap- 
sule containing sesame-seed oil to retard the high 

This Calvinistic pharmacology has prevented us from 
seeing pleasurable changes in the body or mind as fulfilling 
health needs. It is time to rid ourselves of such notions and 
recognize intoxicants as medicines and intoxication as a 
treatment for the human condition. We must expand the def- 
inition of self-medication to include drug use for purposes of 
intoxication. Yet even if some of us can admit that intoxication 
serves a medical or adaptogenic purpose, almost everyone 
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history. He was born on August 24, 1929, 
yet it is not entirely clear where. His offi- 
cial biographer writes that Cairo was the 
chairman's birthplace, but Arafat told me 
that it actually was Jerusalem. His full 
name is Mohammed Yasser Arafat and 
his nom de guerre is Abu Amar (Abu 
means father, and Amar is derived from 
the Arabic verb for "to build," presum- 
ably because he is an engineer). His de- 
voted followers address him as Abu Amar 
and often refer to him as "the Old Man," 
especially the new generation of PL.O. 
officials and rank-and-file soldiers. 

Arafat's parents were of ancient Pal- 
estinian lineage, and his father—Abder 
Rauf Arafat, a prosperous business- 
man-—was related to the sinister Haj Amin 
Husseini, the nationalist leader the British 
named mufti (the chief interpreter of Is- 
lamic law) in Jerusalem in 1922, who later 
joined the Nazis during the war and lived 
in Berlin until 1945. The Arafats moved to 
Cairo, the chairman says, when he was 
a small boy. Arafat's mother died when 
he was four, and he and his younger 
brother Fathe were sent back to Jerusa- 
lem for four years. After their father re- 
married, the boys returned to Cairo, where 
Yasser completed high school and en- 
tered the university. 

In 1947, when he was 18 and complet- 
ing his first year at the university, Arafat 
joined young Egyptian nationalists in their 
struggle against the British, who ruled the 
nominally independent country by sta- 
tioning troops there and controlling the 
Suez Canal. In a famous episode (of 
which there are several versions), Arafat 
obtained an armored car for the rebels. 
At the same time he became engaged in 
smuggling weapons to Arab nationalists 
who were fighting Britain in the Mandate 
of Palestine, as were the Jews there. Pal- 
estine had belonged to the Ottoman Em- 
pire, but following World War I, the League 
of Nations handed it to the British to ad- 
minister the territory; now Arabs and Jews 
each claimed independence for it. They 
were also battling each other there. 

Arafat was in Cairo when the United 
Nations declared Israel an independent 
state—and when neighboring Arab 
countries moved to destroy it. They failed 
to do so, and Palestinians who inhabited 
the land that became Israel fled to the 
Jordanian-held West Bank and Egyptian- 
held Gaza. Young Yasser stayed in Cairo 
to earn his civil-engineer degree, then left 
for Kuwait, where oil wealth attracted ed- 
ucated Palestinians to jobs no longer 
available to them at home. Arafat turned 
outto be both a successful engineer and 
businessman, and the construction com- 
pany he founded began making a great 
deal of money. His brother Fathe gradu- 
ated as a physician from the medical 
school in Cairo. Prior to his departure for 
Kuwait, Arafat served in the Egyptian 
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Army during the frustrated British-French- 
Israeli invasion in 1956 (following Egypt's 
nationalization of the Suez Canal), ac- 
quiring his first serious military experi- 
ence. He had considered emigrating to 
the United States at one stage, but finally 
chose Kuwait to stay in touch with the 
emerging anti-Israeli guerrilla organiza- 
tions, the fedayeen. 

In 1957 Arafat, the late Abu Jidah, and 
three other young Palestinians launched 
Al Fatah as an underground liberation 
movement. This marked the start of Ar- 
afat's revolutionary career, though he kept 
running the construction company for 
seven more years to help finance his 
conspiracy and support himself. (The Ar- 
afat company still exists and still provides 
income for Arafat and his relatives.) 

After Israel won the 1967 war—humil- 
iating Egypt, Jordan, and Syria—Arafat 
executed one of his bravura acts. He 
spent seven or eight months inside Israel 
and the occupied territories organizing 
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Arafat spent several months 
inside Israel, disguising 
himself as a wornan, an old 
farmer, a truck driver, 
and a businessman. "I went 
everywhere," he boasted. 
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underground guerrilla cells for Al Fatah 
and picking local resistance leaders. He 
disguised himself as a woman, an old 
Arab farmer, a truck driver, and a busi- 
nessman—as he recounted it proudly to 
me in Tunis, "I went everywhere, from Je- 
rusalem to Tel Aviv and back, and the 
Israelis never caught me." That was the 
last time Arafat had set foot in Israeli ter- 
ritories, as far as it is known, having be- 
come PL.O. chairman and, as such, too 
recognizable and vulnerable for clan- 
destine work. 

The next 20 years of Arafat's life were 
a time of awesome internal power strug- 
gles within the PL.O. and with most Arab 
regimes at one time or another. Arafat had 
deep splits with Gamal Abdel Nasser, 
Sadat, and Mubarak in Egypt, and with 
King Hussein in Jordan, Assad in Syria, 
and Israeli-supported political parties in 
Lebanon. Each episode was an adven- 
ture, a high-drama production, with Ar- 
afat being often defeated but never de- 
stroyed. He fled from imprisonment in 
Syria, later appeared in Lebanon as a 
stowaway aboard an Egyptian corn ship, 
was nearly captured by the Israelis in 
Beirut, and finally departed Lebanon at 


the end of August 1982, when the Israeli 
military forced the expulsion of the PL.O. 

Recalling that moment, Arafat re- 
marked, "You know, it was absolutely vi- 
tal for rne to insist on leaving with my flag 
and my armed escort aboard that ship 
that took me to Athens." This was done 
under the eyes of U.N. peacekeeping 
forces, and Arafat thinks that he would 
have been destroyed forever politically if 
he hadn't preserved his dignity and mil- 
itary honor. 

Most Western observers assumed in 
1982 that Arafat was finished, but not a 
year had elapsed before he had re- 
grouped his forces in Tunis to again be- 
come a dominant figure in Middle East- 
ern affairs. By 1988, with the intifada 
burning brightly on Israeli-occupied ter- 
ritories, the smiling little engineer was at 
the apex of his international importance. 
He saw himself as the phoenix rising 
again from the ashes. 

The question asked most often about 
Arafatthese days is whether he is sincere 
in his protestations about peace and 
whether he can be trusted to keep the 
word he pledged in Geneva. | asked that 
question myself, and Arafat replied that 
the "real" answer depended to an im- 
mense extent on Israel and the United 
States. 

“| have renounced terrorism,” he said, 
“and now itis up to the Israelis to respond 
to our peace initiative, and to the United 
States to help influence Israel. We have 
an international consensus for peace, The 
European community has accepted it. 
The socialist countries have accepted it. 
The Arab countries have accepted it. The 
African countries have accepted it. The 
Islamic countries have accepted it. But | 
am sorry to say that there was a com- 
pletely negative response from the Israe- 
lis. The response to our initiative—to our 
proposal for direct talks with Israel—was 
escalation against our people, against our 
masses, against our children, against our 
women. But in spite of that, we are con- 
tinuing in our peace line because it is a 
strategic policy.” 

He acknowleged that he could not al- 
ways control all the PL.O. extremists and 
prevent them from raiding Israel—partic- 
ularly the Syrian-directed groups—but 
argued that if the Bush administration 
really desired peace in the region, such 
“provocations” should not be allowed to 
sever his dialogue with the U.S. Arafat 
then told me of his efforts to help obtain 
freedom for American hostages held by 
Arab radicals in Lebanon, and of the as- 
sistance he was providing to Washington 
in terms of intelligence about interna- 
tional terrorism (a claim American offi- 
cials fully confirm). 

Smiling broadly, his eyes squinting with 
a gleam of humor, Yasser Arafat said, 
"Perhaps the question should be posed 
in a different way. With everything that is 
happening, with the intifada victorious, 
what is the alternative to Yasser Ara- 
fat?" O-—x 
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оша Janine. Joanne. Delia. Freedom 
of choice is a wonderful thing, but with it comes the responsibility to select wisely. Of our 
four worthy contenders, only one can be crowned Pet of the Year, and when gorgeous 
Ginger Miller (above) steps down, our new Queen will be lavished with a wealth of cash and 
prizes. So take a good, long look, then send your vote to: Pet of the Year, Penthouse 
International, 1965 Broadway, New York, N.Y. 10023-5965. 
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SIEPHANIE 


September 1987 


Ап all-American blue-eyed blonde with simple tastes and lofty 
ambitions, 36-23-35 Stephanie Page likes seafood, soap 
operas, dancing, and James Dean movies. “I could definitely 
be faithful to one man," says the bouncy actress-model. "But 
at this point, | want to experience life to the fullest." 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY EARL MILLER 


JANINE 


December 1987 


Fresh-faced and outdoorsy, 
lovely Janine Lindemulder is a 
natural beauty whose first Pent- 
house pictorial attracted a great 
deal of attention in Hollywood. 
Even after landing a plum role 
in a major motion picture, 
34-22-34 Janine remains as 
sweet and unspoiled as ever. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY 
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JOANNE 


February 1988 


"I'm a show-off,” admits 36-23-34 Joanne Szmereta. “I've always 
been able to cause quite a bit of commotion." She's recently 
released a poster that's opening eyes all over Japan. "I guess you 
could say l'm Penthouse's goodwill ambassador," Joanne laughs. 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY ANDRE FELIX 


DELIA 


April 1988 


“| prefer to think of myself as a fe- 
line," answers Delia Sheppard when 
asked to describe herself. "Sensu- 
ous and melting in movement, but 
also alert and unpredictable." The 
34-21-34 dancer says she identifies 
with Catherine the Great, because 
she “mesmerized all the men that 
met her, often without trying 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY 
BOB GUCCIONE 


SPORTING LIFE 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 27 


to do your best, and if you don't, no mat- 
ter what you're a failure. And the effect of 
the whole thing was to actually increase 
our love for each other, because each of 
us treated the other fair, not putting the 
other guy on the fence. In a race car you 
can get real mean if you want to. Nowa- 
days Dad handles it by saying, "The kid's 
got lots of years left. I'm at the end of my 
career; I'm taking whatever | can get." 
Mario Andretti's publicly said the same 
thing, and sometimes | see [his son] Mike 
and me as having parallel situations. Mike 
may have a big thing about being his own 
person, not wanting to be the son of a 
Formula One world champion, but he's 
learned from his father just like | have. 
What finally got me was that my 
grandpa would have chewed my ass out 
for finishing second. Years back, when 
Uncle Bobby was off becoming a pretty 
well known racer driving for other guys, 
Grandpa built Dad the best car he could 
and they went to Pueblo, where Uncle 
Bobby had been blowing everybody into 
the weeds. Dad led the race until Uncle 
Bobby passed him with five laps to go, 
and when they got hame, Grandpa really 
chewed him out bad and told him he 
wasn't nothing but junk. Well, after Tami- 
ami | thought that if Grandpa was alive 
today he'd do exactly the same, only to 


me. It's called winning the family war. 


CAR CRASHES 
During the '84 Michigan 500, | had an 
accident—my first big one, at 200 miles 
per hour. All the veterans had been say- 
ing that we were going too fast, and I'd 
thought, "What are these guys talking 
about?" Well, | found out. | was coming 
off a corner and a car spun in front of me, 
came across my nose, and he just took 
me with him. | was out of control, sliding 
sideways, backwards, spinning every 
which way, and | remember sitting there 
thinking, "Hey, when is this going to stop?" 
| was shitting bricks. In a situation like 
that, youre just along for the ride. It seems 
like hours before you finally hit. At the 
point of impact | was probably going 150, 
160 miles per hour, and suddenly every- 
thing just stopped. The front of the car 
was ripped off and there | was with my 
feet sticking out. 

| can spin a car at 60 miles per hour, 
do a 360 on purpose. But when you start 
talking 200 miles per hour, no way. Danny 
Sullivan's thing [his spectacular recover 
and win at Indy in '85] was total luck. Just 
ask Sully. I'm sure he'd tell you the same 
thing. Basically you just sit there thinking, 
“Where am I? Where am | headed?" You're 
almost in shock, because your environ- 
ment has changed so abruptly. 

Sprint cars, though, are the most dan- 
gerous. You're in constant motion, a lot of 
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it sideways. What generally happens is 
that when you flip a sprint car, you come 
back down and hit the ground, and there's 
a lot of noise because the car is coming 
apart—the wing on top of the roll bar, the 
axles breaking, the tail section coming 
off, you name it. It's a big crunch, It can 
last a very long time because you're run- 
ning 140, 150 miles per hour, so you might 
flip five or six times. Out-of-the-ballpark- 
type stuff, right through the fence. Once, 
in Granite City, Missouri, my car landed 
balanced up on the wall, right on the rim. 
That's when you start wondering if some- 
one's going to hit you. During the flip 
you're not thinking who's gonna run into 
you, you're just wanting it to stop. 

I've never frozen, though. In everyday 
life | can freeze just like anybody else. 
But with a race car, absolutely no way. 
These things happen at such high speeds 
when you're spinning and trying to 
bounce off the wall the right way to min- 
imize the impact, trying to help even 
though your efforts are likely to be mean- 
ingless—well, there isn't the time to 
freeze, as hard as that may be for the 
layman to understand. 


THE DANGER OF RACING 

“If it don't get you today, it'll get you to- 
morrow.” Dad made me understand that. 
so of course I'm playing Russian roulette. 
But sometimes the gun's loaded with one 
bullet and sometimes it's loaded with 
three. Sometimes it ain't even loaded at 
all, and that's what you try to do through 
preparation. If you can do that, then you'll 
have a long and successful career. 

But the speeds at Indy are not exces- 
sively high. The cars have been built to 
handle great impact. Also, speed is just 
a number. We race just as hard at 175 
miles per hour as at 200, and so long as 
the cars are built to handle higher speeds, 
it's okay. I'm more uncomfortable in rush- 
hour traffic on the L.A. Freeway, say, than 
driving Indy. On the freeway | don't know 
who's out there with me, whereas | cer- 
tainly know the guys on the racetrack. 
There's no doubt whatsoever that race 
drivers are safer on the street than the 
average driver. 


THE INDY 500 

At the Indy 500, | won't be thinking about 
last year. I'll be thinking about what I'm 
doing. What's past is past. That's another 
key to having a long and successful ca- 
reer. You have to be focused, because if 
you aren't, then you're not giving that 100 
percent—and in my business, as Danny 
Sullivan says. "It ain't a five-yard pen- 
alty." 

The worst time is Friday night before 
the first day's qualifying, two weeks be- 
fore the race itself—especially if your 
car's not working and you know youre 
going to have to find another ten miles 
per hour. Two years ago | had problems 
which went into the second weekend of 
qualifying, and that was very, very tough 

Just before the start, though, that's 
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easy. It's the beginning of the end. You're 
focused on what you're going to do, just 
sitting there thinking. 

You approach Indy like any other 500- 
mile race. It's only in the abstract that you 
think of it as the oldest race in America, 
the most prestigious and best-paying, or 
that Dad and Uncle Bobby have won 
seven times. When | first raced that in ’83, 
| outran, like, 90 percent of the guys and 
came in fifth. A lot of those guys had been 
my heroes, so it was sort of a letdown 
because l'd thought it was going to be a 
lot harder. Three out of my six starts at 
Indy I've been capable of winning the 
race, so although | still haven't won, | know 
it's not a dream. 

The Penske team has nine Indy victo- 
ries under their belt. Even if you're among 
the top half-dozen drivers, it's almost like 
you're an underdog. But we can beat 
them. We have. [Roger] Penske isn't in- 
vincible. He's set the standard since '78 
or '79, when Uncle Bobby joined them, 
and certainly he spends more money than 
anyone in the game—between $6 and 
$8 million a year, planned budget. But 
that's as far as it goes. You don't let your- 
Self get intimidated. 


EXPENSIVE CARS VERSUS SKILL 
Costs have gone up. sure, and they'll 
keep on escalating because technology 
never ceases. If you're talking about 
qualifying at over 200 miles per hour, then 
the driver is certainly Jess important than 
he used to be. When it comes to 500 
miles, though, | think it's 70 percent driver 
and 30 percent.car. Look, last year Rick 
Mears qualitied on the pole, but as soon 
as things got under way, his car wasn’t 
handling and he dropped back to eighth; 
so he was in and out of the pits, adjusting 
his suspension, dialing in the car 
throughout the race. The Penske PC-17 
is a fine car, but without Mears's skill and 
experience, it wouldn't have won or even 
come close. That's where talent comes 
in—not technology—just keeping your 
car under control and maybe losing a po- 
sition until your next pit stop when you 
can make adjustments, dealing with 
traffic, coping with changing track con- 
ditions, using the yellows, and just being 
smart about your opportunities. 

Sure, today's cars are more sophisti- 
cated, but that can make it harder. Rac- 
ing is a mental activity. and the more so- 
phisticated the machine, the harder it is 
to get it working. You can't cheat in this 
sport. You go out there and work your ass 
off, and it’s always been that way. The key 
to winning is smarts. And a little bit of 
luck, because you can try and try and 
still not be able to pull it off. You can take 
every precaution and the car can still 
break because there are so many, many 
components on a race car. 


CHILDHOOD 

Lived with my mother for a couple of years 
after she and Dad spiit up when | was 
nine. Later | pretty much realized that I 
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wasnt going to do any racing unless | 
moved back with Dad. "When you go 
back with your mom, you park all your 
toys. Either live my life or her life—make 
up your mind." That was Dad's position, 
so it was one way or the other. There were 
three of us kids, and they pulled hard on 
each side. 

In effect my father was bribing me. And 
my father's a very willful man. He wanted 
me living with him, and if | lived with him 
he'd help me every way he could. If | 
chose not to live with him, | was going to 
get very, very little help at all. 

When | said | wanted to be a race-car 
driver, my mom loved it—that was the 
funny thing. She loved racing despite its 
problems. She hated the danger and ali 
that, but my racing wasn't the problem 
so much as what it had done to her mar- 
riage. Dad isolated her. He wanted his 
kids raised by their mother, and when we 
were old enough for school, Mom quit 
traveling to the races. He demanded it. 


e 


Of course I'm playing 
Russian roulette. But sometimes 
the gun's loaded with 
one bullet and sometimes it's 
loaded with three. 


? 


CURRENT RELATIONSHIP WITH 

AL SENIOR 

My dad and | have totally separate law- 
yers, business managers, and accoun- 
tants, and Dad agrees. 1 tried to get him 
to open a corporation with me and he 
wouldn't do it, just like he wouldn't go 
halfers on an airplane. If we pooled 
everything we'd be a lot stronger for it. 
But it might be chaos, because every- 
body in the family is so selfish. Like if my 
sponsor sends me some oil and it goes 
to my father's house, he'll take a couple 
of cases for himself. Just whammo, it's 
gone. 

It becomes a game, see, a teaching 
game to keep you on your toes. And if 
my dad sees that he's getting to you, he 
keeps going even stronger, until finally 
you just break down or whatever. He'll 
find a weak spot and exploit it. He loves 
to do that. 

I've allowed him to be more open, 
though. Dad doesn't show much emo- 
tion, but maybe because he respects me 
as a racer he's been able to receive my 
message that it's okay to let your feelings 
out. He never used to talk to the press 
until he saw me doing it, and what he saw 


was honesty, not machismo. He used to 
tell me to answer the question and shut 
up, never to volunteer anything. 1 tried, 
but it wasn't me. You can't give journalists. 
a simple yes or no, because there is al- 
ways more to it, and you want the guy to 
understand, not just file copy. But Dad's 
becoming more open with showing emo- 
tion, no question, and Shelley is the key. 
When she was 16 she could go to her 
father and ask him anything she wanted 
to, and for me, that was a big surprise. 
Blammo. Ton of bricks. ! said, "You can 
do that? Anything?" She said, "Anything 
and everything." 

| didn't have that. If the issue or prob- 
lem was something that seemed bad in 
my dad's eyes, I'd be crucified, see, and 
the answer was to go my own way-—that 
and lying. But it all comes from Shelley, 
the openness. | learned from Shelley; Dad 
has learned from те. 

But if | didn't win races, there's a lot in 
my life that they wouldn't see as fit at all— 
not only Dad, but the whole family. 


AL'S WIFE, SHELLEY: 

Good race-car drivers are selfish, and Ai 
demands а lot of time. He'll let me do 
anything, until it starts to affect his rac- 
ing—then I've got to be there. If all of a 
sudden | wasn't, he'd be pissed. Рт talk- 
ing about emotional support, somebody 
who really knows him. There are two kinds 
of marriages in racing: Either the wife 
leads the driver's life completely and goes 
on the road with him, or they live their 
lives separately. Look, | wanted to be an 
actress. Eventually | quit, My ego gets 
hammered, but that's part of the chal- 
lenge. The kids don't go to all the races 
mainly because their dad is not the same 
person. Al is very intense at the race- 
track, very preoccupied, and the kids 
have a hard time understanding what's 
happening. 

Atthe beginning-—before the two of us 
were married—Ai would bring me up to 
his dad's country place and the men 
would take off snowmobiling. I'd watch 
Karen—Al senior's second wife whom he 
recently divorced, too—just sit there all 
day and cook, bullshit stuff that could be 
done in an hour but instead got dragged 
out into an all-day thing. ! was sitting there 
thinking, "Hey, this is for the birds." 

See, his dad said | was too headstrong 
for Al, that | wasn't the right girl for a rac- 
ing career. Also that | was "taking advan- 
tage of him," like 1 was out for the Unser 
name. My own family thought | was losing 
it, too. My dad sat me down and said, 
"Shelley, don't you realize that racing is 
the last form of male chauvinism on the 
earth?" | looked at him and went, "What?" 
Years later | went back and said, "Boy, 
Dad, you were right." 

They accepted Al, though. When we 
finally got married it was six bridesmaids, 
the whole thing. Even Al's dad accepted 
it. Why? Basically, | think, because Al 
wanted him to, like it was some sort of 
male prerogative. OH 


HOFMEKLER'S PEOPLE: 
FOLH HEROES, PART 73 


West German Chancellor Helmut Kohl 


To begin at the 
beginning, l'm 
writing this while 
sitting in the 
smallest apartment 
in Malibu, looking 
out at the ocean 
and the pelicans 
wheeling and diving 
above it. On my 
little stereo CD player 
is an analog recording 
of the famous Richard 
Rodgers score for 
"Victory at Sea.” It's rising 
and falling, generating 
alarums and excursions, 
sounds of torpedoes hitting 
Liberty ship hulls, Stukas 
bombing Amsterdam, 
Zeroes strafing Hickam 
Field, American factories 
turning out P-38s, dogface 
soldiers advancing toward 
Monte Cassino, Japanese 
Suicide troops holding out in 
bunkers on Tarawa, 
immense explosions over 
Nagasaki, and endless 
parades of veterans. Home 
is the sailor, home from 
the sea, and the hunter, 
home from the hill 
| first saw "Victory at Sea" 
when it came out as a 26- 
part series on NBC in 1952. 
| saw it as a seven-year- 
old boy and I think | 
remember just about every 
minute of those 26 parts, 
because | saw it with my 
father sitting next to me, and 
my father had been in the 
Navy during World War Il 
My father had worked 
to get supplies to soldiers 
and sailors and airmen, and 
knew a lot about how the 
war was fought on Kiska and 


Attu, and in Saipan and 
Anzio and Murmansk and 
the North Atlantic, and | 
Still can remember his 
explanations about how 
battles were won and lost 
as clearly as | recall the 
notes from the Richard 

Rodgers score. 

When | grew up in 
America in the late 1940s 
and 1950s, every friend | 
had owned a father 
who had fought in World 

War II in one way or 
another. 

Our fathers had 
gone to war. And 
much, much more important, 
they had gone to war and 
won. They had beaten the 
toughest units of the Waffen 
SS (my wife's father had 
fought hand to hand with 
stalwarts of the Liebestan- 
darte Adolf Hitler and the 
Death's Head divisions in 
Bavaria and come out the 
victor), the most unyielding 
commandos of Bushido, 
and emerged victorious. 

Our fathers, the men who 
helped us with our algebra 
and raked leaves with us, had 
fought this war and won it 
to save us from being 
enslaved and murdered. 

Our fathers were winners, 
and because of them America 
was a winner. In those days, 
which now seem so long 
ago, America knew only 
victory, only final glory, 
leadership, prestige—and it 
was all thanks to our fathers. 
When | saw “Victory at Sea,” 
| was not watching actors. 
Those men winning the war 
were our fathers, next door, 


everywhere. 

But now it's 1989, and it's 
37 years after first saw 
"Victory at Sea" and 44 years 
after the men who pounded 
Nazism and Tojo into dust 
came back from war. The men 
who fought and hurt and 
bled are old men now. The 
world in which they basked 
after V-J Day is completely 
gone. Who even remembers 
the names of Wainwright 
or McAuliffe or Papeete, or 
the Solomons or the Marianas 
or Kilroy? The America they 
fought for—an orderly, law- 
abiding place where men 
wore hats and women wore 
dresses, and the sound of 
Frank Sinatra and Tommy 
Dorsey wafted over a trium- 
phant land—is gone forever. 

But the legacy of our 
fathers is still present, still a 
basic, everyday part of our 
lives. Because of them, we are 
free people. Because of 
them, we are alive in a 
radically changed but still 
grand America. | am positive 
that every generation is 
proud of its fathers and should 
be, because just to get 
through life and support a 
family is war enough. But my 
generation has, | believe, a 
special, unique burden of 
gratitude to our fathers. 

Now, as | said, the fathers 
to whom we owe this debt 
are growing old. Just as 
a matter of actuarial fact, the 
overwhelming majority of 
them will be gone within ten 
years. As they pass away, 
they also have faded away. 
They are in retirement, tucked 
away, out of sight, playing 


golf if they're lucky, often 
lonely and ill and in fear if they 
are not. You see them on 
airplanes and in stores and 
ahead of you at a stoplight, 
and if they give you a mo- 
ment's trouble, you beep at 
them and tell them to get the 
hell out of your 1989 way. 

But we owe these guys. We 
owe them a lot more than 
we owe Ronald Reagan or 
Robert Redford or Sean 
Penn. We owe them more 
than we owe Sting or Carl 
Icahn or George Michael. | 
happen to believe that we 
commit a deep wrong against 
them every day that we 
ignore them and allow them 
to think that we have forgotten 
what they did. And if you- 
ask, "Well, should we go on 
thanking them forever?" 
my answer is yes. What they 
did, fighting and dying for 
the rest of us, merits literally 
perpetual gratitude. They 
were and are our fathers, and 
they took care of us. 

For me, fathers meant 
victory. Even for those who 
came long after, the legacy of 
our fathers wás safety and 
freedom and peace. The 
fathers of my youth are now 
on parade into eternity. Before 
they go, while they are still 
vigorous and at hand, | would 
like to see us thank them. 
Let's have them march down 
our streets and boulevards 
one more time, and let's 
cheer and let them know we 
will never forget them. Home is 
the sailor, home from the 
sea, and the hunter, home 
from the hill. And we, their 
heirs, are thankful.O4—& 
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Ifthisisaprice war, 
we just dropped the 


Let's face it. There is a price war going 
on in cellular. And now, with STS and 
your local STS-designated cellular service, 
you can be the winner. 

Order today and you can get the 
Maxwell Portable Cellular Phone for just 
$495.00*. Check our specs and you'll see 
that this isn't just a good deal. It's a good 
investment. 

Here's how it works. Call our toll-free 
number and order Maxwell. We'll get your 
credit approval and set up local service 
with your local carrier for an initial cost of 
$695.00. After we're notified that you've 
been on the service for 90 days, we'll 
rebate you $200.00. That's a net cost to 
you of only $495.00*. It's that simple. But 
hurry. This offer could end at any time. 


Deal Direct With 
When you call STS you'll speak directly 


bigo 


to the people who design and build 
Maxwell. So you get real answers from real 
experts. 

Our approach to service is just as direct. 
Should your STS portable ever need serv- 
ice, send it straight to us. You're covered 
by a one-year limited warranty on parts 
and labor. And we'll have the phone on its 
way back to you within 48 hours. 


Picking Up Our Phone's As Easy As 
Picking Up Your Phone. 
To order, just call toll-free 
1-800-888-4566, Ext. 17906 
Upon credit approval from your local car- 
rier, we'll ship your phone Federal Express 
within two working days. And we'll set you 
up with local cellular service. So when your 
phone comes in, you're ready to call out. 
Try our portable. If it’s not everything 
you expected, just send it back within 15 


days. We'll refund your full purchase 
price, no questions asked.** So there's 
nothing to lose. 

Order your Maxwell Portable Cellular 
Telephone today. This special offer from 
STS is limited. After that, there's no telling 
when the next big one will drop. 


Maxwell 
Portable Cellular Telephone 
$495* After Rebate 


(In Missouri add $39.79 sales tax) 


Order Today Toll-Free 
1-800-888-4566 
Ext. 17906 


(Mon.-Fri. 8 a.m.-Sp.m., Sat. 9 a.m.-Sp.m.) MasterCard/Visa 


"Prices are manufacturer suggested retail, based on survey conducted 8/3/88. 
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In field test after 

field test... 

women agree 

Musk by English Leather 
outscores the competition 
every time. 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 10 


Next ! went back to work on his mus- 
cular partner, pulling his cock out as well. 
Though not as long as his friend's, it was 
a formidable specimen—probably eight 
inches or so. | leaned back and pumped 
their beautiful cocks, one in each hand, 
beneath the table. By now one was fin- 
gering my dripping pussy as his friend 
leaned over to suck my hard nipples right 
through my top. It was ecstasy, knowing 
we could be caught at any minute in our 
love feast. There | sat with two hard, pul- 
sating cocks at my disposal. | couldn't 
stand it any longer. | sank under the table, 
shielded by the booth, and grabbed my 
muscular stud's fat cock. My mouth was 
barely wide enough to take him in, but | 
managed to pump and suck him to a 
shuddering climax, swallowing every 
drop of his sweet come. 

| next turned my attention to the other's 
towering monolith. He had kept his cock 
stiff and ready. | still couldn't believe the 
Size compared to its owner. | slowly licked 
his balls, working my way up the shaft 
until my head hit the table. | grasped the 
long shaft at the base, tilting it down to- 
ward me, then plunged my mouth over 
its large head. My hand pumped his long 
cock as | sucked, feeling it pulsing and 
growing hard as granite. He moaned 
softly and ! pulled off just in time to see 
a long stream of come hit the underside 
ofthe table. His next load shot at me, and 
| again took his still-hard tool in my want- 
ing mouth. 

After sucking him dry, | climbed back 
up between him and his friend, licking 
my lips and smiling. "How was that, 
boys?" | laughed. They just sat there with 
these big dumb smiles on their faces. 
Needless to say, they followed me home 
to continue our escapade. But that, | say, 
is another story—Name and address 
withheld 


MAUI WOWIE 
| am proud to say that | am in the United 
States Navy. | recently chose the Ha- 
waiian Islands as the place to take some 
long-awaited leave. Being single and 
having been complimented as being at- 
tractive, | set out for some promising con- 
quests. True to form, | did quite well, es- 
pecially on a beach in Maui 

It all began in a nightspot. This place 
was saturated with heavenly tanned 
bodies just begging for attention. Step- 
ping up to the bar, | ordered an island 
beer with lime. A sexy little tease next to 
me commented, "Can | squeeze it for 
you?" Not missing a beat, | replied, 
"Squeeze whatever you please, lovely 
wahine." She pinched the lime and poked 
it into the beer bottle. She then plugged 
it, inverted it, and let the fruit float to the 
top. Seductively she stated, "My name is 
Lorraine and | love to mingle the juices." 
Minutes later we were on the dance floor 


grinding our crotches to some heavy rock 
beat—myself, intent on getting our juices 
together, and Lorraine, obviously aware 
of my plans. 

My mention of a perfect night for a 
walk on the beach soon had us arm in 
arm beneath the moon, accompanied by 
the sound of the crashing surf. A few po- 
tent mai tais from the beach bar had us 
laughing, and we were very much 
aroused by each other's company. I 
turned to her in mid-sentence, looked into 
her eyes, and placed my hands around 
her beautiful face. She lifted her lips for 
a kiss and | obliged. It was the sweetest 
kiss l'll ever remember. After that, 
things got a bit hot. Lorraine explored my 


culent cunt while she positioned herself 
with seductive agility for a fabulous sixty- 
nine. She was quick to swallow my throb- 
bing hard-on 

Obviously impressed by my stamina, 
she was determined to make me come. 
After another orgasm, she mounted me 
and whispered how good my cock felt 
inside her. | watched in total relaxation as 
my dick, glistening in the moonlight, dis- 
appeared within her. We'd been at it for 
nearly two hours, and it wasn't until then 
that | had one of the best surges to ever 
ejaculate from my balls. | came like a tidal 
wave, flooding Lorraine's narrow crevice 
with spurt after spurt. We lay there ex- 
hausted, a tingling heap by the Pacific, 


guy who'd been introduced to me earlier 
speaking to a very attractive girl. They 
were obviously enjoying each other's 
company. It seemed the more my lover 
and | drank and laughed together, the 
more excited | became. When it was time 
for us to leave, my lover told me that the 
man and girl I'd had my eye on were join- 
ing us for more drinks 

The driver brought the car around and 
we all climbed in the back. Everything 
began to happen so quickly. My lover and 
| started to kiss, and | became more 
aroused as he caressed my tils and 
pussy. He then told me to lie back. | did, 
and he began to take off my shirt, stop- 
ping to feel my tits, kiss them, and suck 
on my nipples. It 


body with her hot 
hands as | rubbed 
her breasts and 
pinched her nip- 
ples through the 
light T-shirt. We 


were both in 
heaven. 
Our mouths 


locked in a pas- 
Sionate embrace, 
| gently eased her 
onto the sand, and 
before | knew it, 
our clothes were 
no longer on. Lor- 
raine moaned with 
desire as 1 
touched her warm 
wet pussy—her 
hips thrust against 
mine in wanton 
desire. While | ex- 
plored her pussy 
and fingered her 
clit, she gently 
massaged my 
hard-on—her 
ministrations get- 
ting harder and 
faster as her ec- 


stasy climbed 
higher and higher. 
My teeth 


clenched onto one 
of her cherry-bud 
nipples and | 
sensed her ex- 


was so quiet in the 
car—not a word 
was said—and all 
1 could hear was 
heavy breathing. 
The man from 
the party and his 
girlfriend were sit- 
ting across from 
us the whole time 
this was going on. 
They watched as 
my lover pleased 
me, and heard my 
cries of pure plea- 
sure. Sheepishly ! 
turned toward 
them, but the man 
just smiled and 
came over to sit 
next to us. Lean- 
ing over me, he 
smoothed his 
gentle hands over 
my body while 
kissing my sensi- 
tive breasts. My 
lover went over to 
join the girlfriend, 
and began to kiss 
and fondle her 
gorgeous body. 
By now | could 
feel my pussy get- 
ting hot and swol- 
len. I could feel its 
throbbing, its 
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citement. Lorraine 
pleaded with me to fuck her, and the di- 
rectness of her voice really turned me on. 
I slid my turgid cannon inside her petite 
treasure inch by inch. Lorraine's vise-like 
grip took me to the hilt, and she began 
to buck wildly. As we were pumping back 
and forth, | felt the greatest sensations 
that a man could feel—the obvious lust 
and pleasure of a beautiful woman cooing 
beneath him 

Lorraine's back arched in a shudder- 
ing orgasm as she grabbed my ass, 
panting, “You're so hard! Please don't 
stop!" | rammed her through several more 
climaxes, yet | felt that | could go on for- 
ever. | wanted to give this beautiful lady 
more, so | went down to taste her suc- 


watching a beautiful sunrise in paradise. 
It was a memorable experience—a 
beautiful one that | will never forget for 
the rest of my life—Name and address 
withheld 


LICORICE RIDE 
It all started at a party where among the 
crowd were friends and people | had 
known from other parties and nights out. 
When my lover introduced me to his 
friend, 1 could see the look in his eyes, 
as if he had dibs on events yet to come. 
| anticipated a growing feeling of chills 
running through my bones and my blood, 
and my pussy began to tingle. 

As the party progressed, | noticed the 


need io be 
touched. | reached down and began to 
play with my clit—that's when I felt her 
hands and tongue. She wanted to eatmy 
pussy. The guys stopped to watch mo- 
mentarily, then the girl's companion got 
behind her, grabbed her ass, and began 
to suck her pussy while my lover put his 
cock into my wet, waiting mouth. We went 
on and on like that for some time until 
my lover knew that | was about to come 
from having my pussy eaten. He shot 
his load into my mouth, and the hot salty 
taste made me come more intensely than 
ever before. 

We drove along, happily sucking and 
fucking, switching from body to body, 
feeling the new pleasure each of us could 
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give and receive, | had never before 
thought of participating in a foursome, nor 
thought the experience could be so erotic. 
Surprisingly, we made it safely back to 
the man's car. After all that had hap- 
pened, | finally took notice of the open 
partition that separated us from the 
driver—l'm sure he enjoyed the ride, 
tool—Name and address withheld 


HERE COMES THE SON 

| recently had an experience | feel is wor- 
thy of your devoted readers. | am an ex- 
ecutive with a large corporation in New 
York City, and live in a very nice condo- 
minium unit in neighboring Connecticut 
Throughout the summer | spend a good 


She spun around on her heels, milk 
splashing across the front of her T-shirt 
and hand. "Who are you?" she de- 
manded, her voice shaking as she glared 
at me. 

"That's funny," | replied, "I was going 
to ask you the same thing." 

"I'm Barbara. I'm staying here this 
summer. | have permission," she said. 

The poor girl was so startled, | had to 
laugh out loud. After | introduced myself, 
she apologized for not knowing who | was. 
She went on to explain that her step- 
mother and my mom had been friends in 
college, and as she'd received an intern- 
ship in Manhattan rather suddenly, my 
mother had allowed her to stay here for 


vative black one-piece racing swimsuit, 
but her body was anything but that. 
Her legs were quite long and muscular, 
but perfectly formed and well tanned. Her 
ass was absolutely gorgeous, firm and 
nicely shaped with that particular taut- 
ness that only youth has on its side. Her 
Stomach was trim, her waist small, and 
her breasts were full, round globes with 
distinctly upturned nipples. | pretended 
lo be distracted with my workout as I vi- 
sually explored her from behind the shield 
of my dark sunglasses. | mentioned ear- 
lier that she was attractive, but she 
seemed to be even more so now that 
she'd had an opportunity to brush her 
hair and come out into the sunlight. Her 
face was angular 


deal of my free 
time at my moth- 
er's home, which 
is just a few miles 
from my own. 
Over the years I've 
taken responsibil- 
ity for maintaining 
her house and her 
rather large in- 
ground swimming 
pool. Mom re- 
wards me by let- 
ting me use the 
pool for daily ex- 
ercise and enter- 
training. Since she 
is very active so- 
cially, she is rarely 
home on week- 
ends, which has 
been amajor ben- 
efit to me when 
entertaining a fine 
selection of 
women over the 
past several 
years. 

One beautiful 
Saturday morning 
six weeks ago. | 
arrived at my 
mom's place at 
around 8 Ам. The 
sun was begin- 
ning to heat the air, 
and | was looking 
forward to a quiet 
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but nicely propor- 
tioned, with large 
green eyes, full 
lips, and a small 
cute nose. Her hair 
was honey-blond 
and was cut at the 
shoulders. l 
watched dis- 
creetly as she 
strolled over to 
where | stood, and 
| became excited 
as | felt her gaze 
wander across my 
body. For a mo- 
ment | felt her eyes 
on the bulge in my 
swimsuit and on 
my buns, al- 
though | wasn't 
Quite sure. | was 
attracted to her, of 
course, but | really 
hadn't consid- 
ered a sexual en- 
counter with her. 
To be honest, | 
thought that she 
would find me a bit 
too old (I'm 30) 
and not at all like 
her college boy- 
friends. 

We spent the 
entire day to- 
gether, and when 


Nahoum. 


day of relaxation 

at the pool. | went inside to put a pot of 
coffee on, and as | paused briefly at the 
kitchen table to scan the newspaper, the 
most surprising and remarkable thing 
occurred. A very attractive, rather rum- 
pled young woman padded into the op- 
posite end of the kitchen. She was very 
disoriented, and it was obvious that she 
had just woken up from a sound sleep 
Silently, | watched from my vantage point 
of roughly 20 feet away as she fumbled 
with a milk carton and searched for a 
glass in the cabinets overhead. | almost 
had to keep myself from laughing as sev- 
eral more minutes passed and she was 
Still unaware of my presence. Finally, in a 
very low whisper, | said good morning 
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the summer. Once we got past the for- 
malities, we talked for several hours about 
our life histories. | found out Barbara was 
in her junior year of college, that she was 
20 years old, and that she was very ner- 
vous about her living situation and intern- 
ship. | made a sincere effort to put her at 
ease, and | could see that she was loos- 
ening up by her willingness to laugh and 
smile. | told her | was going to work out 
by the pool, and extended an invitation 
for her to join me. 

The sun was bright and hot as | began 
my weekly routine, and | turned my gaze 
tothe sliding glass doors adjacent to the 
pool deck as Barbara stepped out onto 
the cement. She wore a rather conser- 


the time came to 
say good-bye, I realized Barbara had a 
decidedly disappointed look on her pretty 
face. | asked her if she was okay, and she 
told me that she was wondering if we 
could have dinner together, as she was 
kind of homesick. 

| explained that | didn't think she'd be 
interested in spending an evening with 
Someone ten years older and that | quite 
honestly felt a bit awkward approaching 
her on that level. She smiled, looked 
straight into my eyes, and said, “The girls 
| go to school with dream about seeing 
older guys. College guys usually act like 
such jerks, where older men know how 
to make a woman feel special.” | agreed 
to pick her up in an hour. 


| pulled into the driveway to find Bar- 
bara waiting on the back lawn. Wearing 
a soft white jumpsuit, white high heels, 
and black onyx jewelry, she no longer 
looked like the college girl | met that 
morning. We had a wonderful evening. 
Dinner was great, and we eventually 
wound up in one of the local clubs for 
some dancing. After the bar closed, we 
headed back to my mom's house. Upon 
arriving, we sat in the car and talked for 
a few minutes. As | began to say good- 
bye, Barbara gazed at me quietly in the 
soft glow of the dashboard light. | could 
feel a special nervous electricity in the 
air, but we were both unsure of each 
other's expectations. 

| began to feel 


Her moans and sucking noises were re- 
placed by desperate-sounding whis- 
pers. "Shoot in my mouth. Please, | want 
your hot come so bad!" she whimpered. 

In a matter of minutes, | could feel the 
eruption beginning inside me. I could 
barely get the words out in an under- 
standable form, but 1 managed to let her 
know | was going to explode. Moaning 
her approval, she stroked my cock its full 
length as her mouth clamped down on 
me suddenly. 

As | began to blast my hot come into 
her waiting mouth, she pulled her lips 
away, allowing huge thick drops of jizz to 
Cover her face. She moved the underside 
of my cock against her skin, smearing the 


apologized to both of us for the lack of 
communication. After she said good 
night, | promised Barbara I'd be back the 
next morning, knowing Mom would be 
gone all day. She gave me a quick kiss, 
and | left па state of disbelief and sexual 
excitement 

The next morning | ventured to Mom's 
after showering, and began watching TV 
in the den. Barbara hadn't appeared yet, 
and | thought it best to let her sleep. After 
several minutes she appeared, looking 
as sleepy and rumpled as our first en- 
counter. She smiled and crawled across 
my lap. | was in the center of the soft 
cushions, and her hips came to rest di- 
rectly on my thighs, her firm ass exposed 
save for a pair of 


quite awkward, 
and leaned for- 
ward to start the 
car. Without a 
word, Barbara slid 
across the seat 
and pressed her 
body against 
mine. She sat 
there for several 
seconds, study- 
ing my eyes, then 
slowly leaned 
closer, her soft 
warm lips touch- 
ing my neck. ! 
could feel my 
pulse: quicken as 
she continued to 
press long wet 
kisses to my skin. 
Barbara moved to 
my lips, and as her 
soft mouth and 
moist tongue ex- 
plored my own, | 
became increas- 
ingly aware of her 
hard nipples mov- 
ing slowly against 
my arm. 

Unable to con- 
tain myself, | en- 
circled her with my 
arms, drawing her 
body into a tight 
embrace. We 
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tiny blue cotton 
panties. | ran my 
fingers across her 
soft cheeks, and 
she nuzzled her 
face deep into the 
cushions and let 
out small sighs. | 
began massag- 
ing her ass, and as 
my grip in- 
creased, she be- 
gan to moan softly 
at first, gyrating 
her soft panty- 
clad mound 
against my hard- 
ening dick. 
Slowly | worked 
my fingertips un- 
der the elastic 
edge of her soft 
undies, and be- 
gan running them 
the entire length of 
her, pressing them 
against the wet- 
ness of her soft 
cunt. She was 
moving silently 
now, her breath- 
ing labored and 
deliberate. One, 
then two of my fin- 
gers penetrated 
her cunt, and | 
pressed deeper 


continued to kiss 
long and deep as Barbara's graceful 
hands began to trace my swollen cock 
beneath the fabric of my pants. | lifted 
my ass from the car seat, forcing my 
hardness against her fingers, and she re- 
sponded by groping frantically for my 
zipper. | watched in a trance as her small 
hand pulled my aching dick free of my 
clothes and, without hesitating, drew it to 
her warm mouth. She moved slowly, her 
head bobbing gently, as she traced the 
contours of my swollen rod with her 
tongue. | pumped my hips against her, 
and she quickened her assault to a 
pounding rhythm. Feeling my hardness 
jamming against the back of her throat, 1 
couldn't believe how wild she'd become. 


stickiness across her lips and forehead. 
Barbara continued to ram her hand down 
my shaft, tightening her grip with each 
upstroke, milking every last drop. 

1 was fascinated as she seemed to 
study my softening cock, gathering the 
last drop of come on the tip of her index 
finger. Coyly, she looked deep into my 
eyes and spread the glistening wetness 
across her lips as if it were the most hyp- 
notic lip gloss imaginable. | was begin- 
ning to catch my breath when, from the 
top of the driveway, headlights flashed. | 
managed to zip my slacks and compose 
myself to greet my mother as she parked 
and walked to my car. | quickly told her 
of my introduction to Barbara, and Mom 


until my hand 
could go no further. She gasped and 
pushed her hips against me. | moved my 
hand in a slow rhythm, two of my fingers 
still buried within her pussy and my thick 
thumb hard at work on her clit. As | in- 
creased my speed, she began to moan 
uncontrollably, and after about seven 
more strokes she arched her back, 
screamed, and came again and again, 
soaking my fingers and the fabric of my 
shorts beneath her. Her body shuddered 
with wild spasms as her climax seemed 
to last forever. 

Barbara pulled herself free of my in- 
vading fingers and turned to face me. She 
seemed in a sexual trance. For the first 
time | saw her soft young cunt, and | was 
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surprised that it was completely clean- 
shaven. | pulled her close, and her hands 
reached into my tennis shorts and wres- 
tled my swollen rod free. Her soft thighs 
straddled me, and she gazed deep into 
my eyes as her small hand wrapped 
around my hardness, guiding me into her 
inflamed pussy. 

We moved together in long slow 
strokes, her eyes never wandering from 
mine. | reached around her, pulling her 
T-shirt over her head as | fastened my 
hungry mouth over one of her rigid pink 
nipples. We were locked in a crushing 
embrace, and the world around us van- 
ished as we became more consumed in 
our animal lust. | began to feel the come 
swell inside me, and | whispered hotly 
into her ear that | was soon going to ex- 
plode. Barbara looked into my eyes again, 
slowing our rhythm down to a slow grind. 
She lifted herself slowly, and inch by inch, 
my swollen eight-inch prick eased out of 
hertightness. My cock swung free as she 
poised herself about me, and | felt my 
eyes rol back into my head as she 
dropped back down on me in one fluid 
motion, swallowing my cock to the hilt 
Her head swung from side to side, her 
face smashed against mine, her soft 
young lips desperately groping for my hot 
tongue. She moved gracefully, the length 
of my swollen prick disappearing again 
and again, her scarlet red cunt lips cling- 
ing to my purple knob. 


| couldn't hold out any longer, and | 
moaned intentions of my approaching 
climax. Barbara pulled herself free of my 
rod and dropped to her knees in front of 
me. She held my throbbing dick, crush- 
ing it in her grip as she held her mouth 
wide open just inches away. Suddenly, | 
erupted. 

Thick hot come jerked from my cock, 
blasting into her open mouth. Huge 
strands of white wetness sprayed every- 
where, and Barbara swallowed again and 
again. Her small hand thrashed me in a 
pounding rhythm as come covered her 
breasts and graceful neck, dripping in 
large white drops down her soft skin. | 
slowly began to regain my composure. 

Barbara looked at me from her stance 
on the floor. “I'll do anything for you,” she 
smiled, her soft face still smeared with 
hot come. She and | became lovers for 
the entire time she was at my mother's 
home. Our nights and days of reckless 
abandon continued throughout the sum- 
mer. However, I'm happy to say the sum- 
mer may be gone, but Barbara and | are 
closer than ever. | spend every weekend 
with her, and it's true: She will do any- 
thing for me—and does.—Name and ad- 
dress withheld 


FOREIGN EXCHANGE 

Many of my friends and | live in a special 
dorm where we speak various foreign 
languages. In this special type of living 


arrangement, we get to expand our lin- 
guistic capabilities. One night, however, 
there was more than talking going on. 

A French friend and | were studying for 
a final when she asked me for a relaxing 
back rub. As | started to rub Solange's 
back, | realized that she was not wearing 
a bra. | had always been attracted to her, 
so | took advantage of the situation and 
slipped my hand over her shoulder to feel 
her shapely tits. She was not surprised 
at all and turned around to grab my hard- 
ening rod. Up to this point we were in a 
public lounge, so we decided to move to 
her room for more privacy. 

We climbed the stairs to her room, 
pausing occasionally to kiss deeply. Her 
tongue would reach deep into my mouth 
and passionately tickle its roof, teaching 
me the true meaning of a French kiss. 
Unlocking her door, she rubbed my 
crotch and unbuttoned my jeans. | quickly 
entered and pulled off her shirt to expose 
her breasts. Suddenly a sound was heard 
in the corner of Solange's room—her 
roommate Ginger and her boyfriend 
Arnie. 

Ginger had Arnie's joystick sliding in 
and out of her hungry mouth. He was in 
asimilar position, eating the sugary walls 
of her juicy hole. There was no way they 
would stop and we were too hot to go 
anywhere else, so Solange and | quickly 
stripped and imitated their position. She 
drew my love rocket slowly into her mouth 
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and | turned her around to spread her 
juicy lips and expose her man-in-the-boat. 
| sucked her deeply for a few moments, 
but the feel of her teeth sliding over my 
throbbing member was too much for me. 
| had waited all semester for this expe- 
rience, so | got up and entered her hot 
box from behind. Solange and | moaned 
in delight as Ginger and Arnie grunted 
with passion from across the room. | am 
sure that our hallmates were getting 
pissed because of all the loud noise. 

The sight of Solange's cute little ass up 
in the air, the feel of my balls pounding 
against her clit, and the sound of her 
roommate getting fucked were driving me 
to the brink. | pulled out my bulging hose 
of truth, turned her over, and returned to 
our sixty-nine. This time, with me on top, 
1 came and came, shooting torrents into 
her gulping mouth. 1 continued to mas- 
sage Solange's joy button until she came 
a minute later. 

| helped clean up our mess while Arnie 
continued to fuck Ginger. Just as he was 
moaning about how he was going to 
pump a gallon of come into her snatch, 
someone knocked at the door. Helen, the 
next-door hallmate, was complaining 
about the noise. You see, she is a biology 
major and had an anatomy final the next 
morning. She should have studied with 
us—maybe she would have learned 
something usefull—Name and address 
withheld 


IT'S AN AFFAIR 

It was two years ago at a business outing 
in Los Angeles that my fantasies came 
true. | use humor often in my business (1 
am in sales) and try to get to know as 
many of the office personnel as possible. 
One of the secretaries, named Vanessa, 
was at this convention, and it happened 
that | struck up a sexy banter with her. 
There were lots of people at the table that 
evening. The whole dinner was wonder- 
ful and everyone was in high spirits. | had 
been watching Vanessa's spectacular 
body all day and undressing her with my 
eyes all night. Suddenly we found our- 
selves alone at the table—everyone was 
mingling and dancing—and | apolo- 
gized for staring at her. To my amaze- 
ment she answered, "That's okay, as long 
as you don't mind me having the same 
thoughts, too!" My interest in this sweet 
thing who I'd once thought to be totally 
unavailable intensified immediately. 

When the opportunity presented itself 
a few hours later, | kissed her gently. We 
decided to get out of the restaurant and 
headed for the parking lot. It still sticks in 
my mind how exciting just a kiss can be 
when you've been fantasizing about that 
person all day. 

In the car, we continued with our pas- 
sionate kissing, and | moved my hand 
under her dress, making my way slowly 
up her silky thighs. She let out a small 
moan and opened her legs slightly, al- 


lowing my hand to arrive at its destina- 
tion. Touching her mound, | found that her 
panties were soaking wet. | reached in- 
side her hose and inserted a finger into 
her slick vagina. She immediately started 
to press against my palm, so | put anoth- 
er finger in her and played with her clit, 
too. | really wanted more, so breaking our 
kiss, | told her that | wanted to eat her. Of 
course car seats are not conducive to 
such activity, but | was a determined and 
horny young man. 

After getting her in place, | took in her 
aroma and licked my way up each leg to 
her begging pussy. My tongue barely 
touched her outer lips when she let out a 
gasp. She was the sweetest-tasting 
woman that I'd ever had, and | honestly 
could have stayed there forever. But she 
brought my face up to her own to kiss her 
again, this time tasting her own sweet 
juices. 

She undid my fly and released my cock 
while kissing her way down my chest. Va- 
nessa slowly licked around my cockhead 
and its sweet shaft. Watching her head 
go up and down was unbelievably excit- 
ing. She looked up at me with her sexy 
brown eyes and said, "| don't know how 
youre controlling yourself, but | have to 
have you in me!" 

In one movement she pushed me down 
on the seat and straddled me. She had 
one of the tightest cunts | ever had the 
pleasure to enter. We both let out a loud 
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groan. We were really getting into it when 
a set of lights pulled up beside us and 
we had to drop down out of sight. Decid- 
ing it was best to continue in more com- 
fortable surroundings, we arranged to 
meet later. This was the start of a brief 
but extremely satisfying affair. This won- 
derful woman could go from a heated 
sixty-nine to sliding that viselike pussy 
onto my cock in a flash! 

Vanessa was always trying new 
things—like different kinds of sexy un- 
derwear, X-rated videos, phone sex, and 
tasty treats that we ale off of each other's 
body. | had a wonderful time with her. But 
as all good things must end, we decided 
to stop seeing each other. At least ! have 
wonderful, sexy memories to think 
about.—Name and address withheld 


COFFEE CLUTCH 

Once a week Deanie comes to my house 
for morning coffee. We talk about the 
week's happenings. usually involving the 
guys we meet and sex—our two favorite 
subjects. As we sit at the kitchen table 
sipping our brew, Deanie's nipples start 
to get very hard with excitement. She 
never wears a bra and loves to flaunt her 
luscious tits. She knows | get hot watch- 
ing her titties as she moves forward and 
back. She leans over the table so I can 
see down her shirt, | lick my lips thinking 
about how | would love to suck those erect 
nipples and firm tits. 


She uncrosses her legs, sliding her 
hand down to her crotch, slowly rubbing 
those tight jeans she always wears. This 
makes me excited and | caress my tits. | 
take her by the hand and lead her into 
my living room, turning on some good 
rock music. 

We sit side by side on the love seat, 
enjoying long deep kisses. | can't wait 
anymore. | lift up her T-shirt to just below 
her tits. 1 lick her tummy, then lift her shirt 
some more, There they are—two of the 
most beautiful breasts | ever saw. Firm 
and very sensual. | can see Deanie's face 
and her moans are getting very hot. | play 
with her tits while my tongue finds her hot 
mouth. | give her a deep probe then move 
down to those luscious tits. Her hand 
slides under my robe and finds my large 
tits. She caresses them and kisses my 
neck. 

While I nibble on one nipple | slide my 
hand across her thigh. | feel the heat un- 
der those tight jeans. | unzip her pants 
and slide my hand in. To my surprise, 
Deanie isn't wearing any panties. She is 
so hot—the sensation sends chills up my 
spine. i massage her clit and can feel her 
hips move from side to side. 

Deanie unties my robe and helps me 
slip out of my panties. As she nibbles on 
my tits, | bury two fingers deep inside her 
hot juicy pussy. Her hips start rocking 
even more than before. Just as she is 
slipping out of her jeans, | catch a glimpse 


CEMETERY 
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of my boyfriend Paul peeking in from the 
kitchen. He let himself in with a key that 
1 gave him— already told him that Deanie 
айа ! like an audience. 

Deanie motions for Paul to join us. We 
slide his jeans off and Deanie takes his 
hot probe slowly, deeper and deeper, into 
her mouth. Pau! moans and | lick his balls. 
We both give him a good mouth job— 
Deanie on the right and me on the left. 
The more we lick, the more swollen he 
gets. 

I tell Paul to slip his hot rod into my wet 
pussy. He turns me around so he can 
enter from behind. His hot meat is so 
good—and Deanie is nibbling on my 
erect nipples. | get so hot from all this 
pleasure that | come. Paul says he wants 
the both of us, so Deanie gets under me— 
pussy to pussy—and Paul enters her, 
giving her some good strokes, then en- 
ters me again. Excited to the max, Paul 
moans, and | know that we are all close 
to exploding. | tell him this and he lets 
go—deep within me—while Deanie fin- 
gers herself during her shaking orgasm. 
We sleep. 

About an hour later, we decide to 
shower together. The hot steam fills the 
bathroom quickly, and Deanie and | soap 
Paul. His rod soon grows hard again. After 
rinsing him, | tease it with my tongue and 
teeth. Paul and Deanie are kissing and 
touching, and Deanie, beautiful Deanie, 
moans as | slide two fingers into her cunt. 
We're all getting a full workout at this point. 

After the shower we head for the bed- 
room. Deanie lies on her back and | 
spread open her pussy lips and give her 
my tongue. As ! slide a couple of fingers 
into her hot cavern, Paul lies next to us, 
stroking his member with lust in his eyes. 
Deanie and | trade places, and as she 
sucks my swollen clit, | thrust my hips 
toward her mouth and moan. As | come, 
| start to scream in sheer ecstasy.—Narne 
and address withheld 


FOUR IN A TUB 

1 keep expecting to wake up and find 
out it was all a dream. | have had fanta- 
sies about our baby-sitter for quite some 
time, but | always thought they were just 
that—fantasies, never to come true. | was 
dead wrong. Carol, our sitter, is 24 years 
old and married. She is about five foot 
seven, very slender, and extremely at- 
tractive. She works out every day and her 
body is very firm, fit, and trim. She has a 
very dark tan that covers her entire body 
except for three little white triangles ° 
around her nipples and pubic hair. They 
really add an element of sexuality to an 
already very sexy lady. When | saw these 
white spots for the first time, 1 knew | was 
looking at something that very few men 
ever have a chance to see. 

It all started a couple of weeks ago, 
when we invited Carol and her husband 
Joey over for an evening of shooting pool 
and socializing. After all, this lady was 
taking care of our daughter five days a 
week, and we wanted to get to know her 
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a little better. All during the evening Carol 
and | flirted with each other, making sexy 
comments and smiling a lot. Carol said 
several things that made it sound as if 
she and her husband were just as kinky 
and open-minded as my wife and |. Al- 
though the evening ended without any- 
thing really happening, it led all of us to 
consider the possibilities. 

A few nights later, they came over 
again. We all tried to act casual, but it 
was obvious we were all thinking about 
the same thing. After a few games of pool, 
| suggested that we get in the hot tub. | 
knew this would get the ball rolling, since 
we had already agreed that bathing suits 
weren't necessary. | quickly stripped and 
got in the water, sitting in the corner that 


would give me the best view of the others 
undressing. Sara is quite a sight herself. 
Her most obvious asset is her 36DD's. I'm 
sure that Joey had a few fantasies of his 
own over those. He is a rather good-look- 
ing man, though l'm no expert on men. 
We were only in the tub for a minute 
when Carol pointed to our spouses. | 
turned to see that they were passionately 
embracing, touching tonsils. | looked 
back at Carol and she was all over me in 
a flash. She climbed onto my lap and we 
sucked face. | was in heaven. Her hand 
found my balls, and I started rubbing her 
clitoris, slipping a finger into her. She 
started to rub my cock, but | wanted to 
taste her juices. "Let's go into the other 
room," | told her. We got out and headed 
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for the living room, arm in arm. 

"Where to?” she asked. "Right here!” | 
replied. | lowered myself on top of her 
and brought my mouth to hers. She 
opened her mouth and our tongues met 
and danced. | kissed her face, neck, and 
nipples. Then | traced a wet line down 
her body, pausing to kiss her stomach 
and belly button. When | reached her va- 
gina, she opened her legs and spread 
herlips wide apart. My tongue alternately 
flicked her clitoris and ran up and down 
the length of her opening. Occasionally 
Pd push it into her as far as it could go. | 
watched for certain signs from her that 
would tell me when | was doing some- 
thing she really liked. | wanted her to 
come. It had nothing to do with ego—l 
genuinely wanted to please her. 

When | slipped a finger into her while 
| continued to lick her clit, she really re- 
sponded. Her back arched up off the floor 
and her breathing grew fast and hard. | 
slipped a second finger into her and she 
spread herself even wider for me. She 
pulled open her lips, exposing her clit as 
much as possible. | took it between my 
lips and sucked on it. She was on the 
verge of coming, and her wetness seeped 
out, soaking my fingers and chin. With 
two fingers in her pussy, her clit in my 
mouth, | massaged her ass with my other 
hand. That did it: Her whole body rose 
and fell to the rhythm of my fingers and 
tongue. She clutched my head, pulling 
me to her, and with а small cry, she came. 

She pulled me back up to her and we 
kissed long and hard. I got a special thrill 
thinking about her tasting her own juices. 
| glanced over to another part of the room 
and saw our spouses going at it doggie- 
style. Sara was on her hands and knees, 
and Joey was pounding into ћег. І could 
hear their passionate cries. 

We did this all night. | gave Carol a 
rubdown with olive oil and we slid all over 
each other. At one point she said she 
was thirsty, so | got a wine cooler. Most 
of it ended up on her instead of in her. 
Well, it quenched my thirst, anyway, since 
| got to lick it off her. Later we took a 
shower together and ended up in bed. 
Sara and Joey came in while | was fuck- 
ing Carol, and they joined us in the most 
passionate night of my life. We have a 
king-size bed, so there was plenty of room 
for everyone. 

It looks like this is going to work out. 
No one seems to be having any problem 
with it. There are a lot of emotions in- 
volved in this type of setup, and it can be 
difficult to find four people who can deal 
with it maturely and not feel threatened. 
| can't wait until next weekend.—Name 
and address withheldO4—m 


For more provocative, stimulating, and 
controversial letters, read the exciting 
Forum Magazine now on sale at your 
newsstand, or for this month's copy, 
send $3.00 to Forum Magazine, 200 
N. 12th St, Newark, NJ 07104. 
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«A vibrator can occasionally 
be fun as a third member of a threesome, 
but as a permanent occupant 
of the nuptial couch, it is too much for 
you to compete with,9 


XAVIERA HOLLANDER 


LETTER OF THE MONTH 
My wife and | are in our forties 
and have been happily mar- 
ried and devoted to each other 
for almost 25 years. We have 
enjoyed a very active and ex- 
citing sex life the whole time 
and still have sexual contact 
two to four times a week. 

We have been reading Pent- 
house for years now and enjoy 
it very much. Some of the let- 
ters in your column and the 
"Forum" section seem far- 
fetched, but they do make for 
good and exciting reading. 
They've not only been fascinat- 
ing, but have proved to be a tre- 
mendous asset during our 
lovemaking. We especially like 
to read these when we perform 
oral sex on each other. | can 
usually bring my wife to a good 
orgasm using my tongue on her 
clit and a finger inside her. 

A few years ago we began 
using a vibrator to enhance our 
lovemaking. It allowed her to 
have multiple orgasms while | 
used my finger inside her or 
entered her with my cock. My 
wife has always been too sen- 
sitive for me to eat her a sec- 
ond time. So she either goes 
down on me or we fuck. Re- 
cently though, she has had 
some difficulty reaching or- 
gasm while | eat her. Some- 
times I'm working at it for up to 
an hour without results. Need- 
less to say, she says it feels 
good to her, and | enjoy eating 
her so much that 1 have not 
minded an awful lot. The prob- 
lem is, it is beginning to frus- 
trate us that itis taking so long, 
and then we have to use the 
vibrator in order for her to 
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achieve a first orgasm. Once 
there, she might have two 
more. Xaviera, | would like to 
know if continued use of a vi- 
brator can dull a woman's 
senses and ability to have an 
orgasm. Also, does age have 
anything to do with her sensi- 
tivity and the ability to have or- 
gasms?—K. D. 


Sometime ago a warm- 
blooded sex-loving girl wrote 
to me about a serious prob- 
lem. She sounded intelligent, 
except for being a little shaky 
on Greek myths. She signed 
herself "Pig Malion" and ex- 
plained that she had fallen in 
love with her vibrator. In case 
you are confused, thinking of 
My Fair Lady (the musical of 
Shaw's play Pygmalion), the 
original Pygmalion was a 
mythical Greek sculptor who 
made an ivory statue of a 
woman that was so perfect, he 


WEBER 


CALL ME MADAM 


fell in love with it. The story had 
a happy ending. Pygmalion 
prayed to Aphrodite (the god- 
dess of love) and she turned 
the statue into a living woman. 

Your wife's vibrator will never 
have life breathed into it. It will 
always be a wickedly efficient 
little gadget that does its job 
all too well. Psychologist War- 
dell Pomeroy, co-author of the 
Kinsey report, said, "Many 
women can't seem to have an 
orgasm except with a vibra- 
tor." This is probably still true. 
However, he added, "More im- 
portant perhaps, women may 
eventually be able to learn from 
the vibrator how to have an or- 
gasm without it." 

This is really what it is all 
about. Your wife has learned 
to be multi-orgasmic with the 
aid of the vibrator. Now she has 
to discover how she can 
achieve it without her busy 
buzzy little friend. Whoever in- 


vented it and why, the vibrator 
is a useful (and in some cases 
necessary) piece of equip- 
ment for the woman who is 
alone. It is an admirable re- 
placement for a man and oc- 
casionally can be fun as the 
third member of a threesome. 
But as a permanent occupant 
of the nuptial couch, it is too 
much for you to compete with. 
For you, itis like having the 24- 
year-old stud come across the 
road, with R2D2 and C-3PO 
standing by, while you wear the 
fur off your tongue trying to 
give your lady the Big O. She 
waits politely until you are ex- 
hausted and then says sweetly, 
"Thank you, darling, for trying 
so hard, but I think I'll just call 
on Robbie the Robot. He's just 
been fitted with the new To- 
yosaki Mach-5 V-twin slurpee 
with turbo overdrive—why 
dont you try and get some 
resti" 

Of course age is a factor, but 
frankly | don't consider it a ma- 
jer one. More important is plain 
boredom, which is, alas, an in- 
evitable consequence of a 
long relationship, however 
happy. You are already exper- 
imenting with one cure by 
reading or imagining the ex- 
ploits of others as set out in 
this column. Remember that 
there are two aspects of ordi- 
nary sexual intercourse— 
physical and mental stimula- 
tion. What we call "body 
chemistry" is . really “mental 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 147 
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JADE NIGHTS 


They met in Osaka. Alycia had come from the Kansas plains to study design, Cheryl from New 
York to do financial research. Strangers in a strange land, their friendship blossomed easily, then 
turned more intimate. Both confessed a curiosity to learn the oriental ways of lovemaking, the 
ancient Tao of sex. Together, through the veil of the centuries’ mist, they explored the old erotic 
paintings and pored over the 30 positions in the classic tenth-century /shimpo. Both flushed 
at the Paired Dance of the Female Phoenixes—not with embarrassment, but with a desire to ex- 

perience it. Their nights together grew longer and lusher as they lost themselves in fantasy. 
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Amid the silk and lacquer of Cheryl's rooms, 
they played at being secret geisha lovers in a timeless 
perfumed garden. Raven-haired Alycia was 
the more daring of the two. 


They dreamed of being love slaves in the days of 
shogun power. But like the female phoenixes, 
they entered and satisfied each other without the 
"jade stalks" of men. 
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Having exhausted all the 
old, mysterious ways, the travelers 
pursued new paths of their 

own imagining. They whispered 
what they knew, that the 
moonglow of these jade nights 
would linger forever. От 


STILL LIVES 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 78 


lost control and scrubbed walls, vac- 
uumed and mopped the floors, dusted 
and oiled furniture, and finally moved the 
bed into a different corner of the mirrored 
room. When he recovered a dusty pair of 
Monica's panties behind the headboard, 
it all came crashing down, and he 
knocked back two shots of whiskey to 
corral a regret that he feared might start 
a stampede. 

Because his voice sounded slurred 
when he telephoned the cleaning woman 
to explain that he and Monica were mov- 
ing and therefore would no longer need 
her services, he slurped two cups of cof- 
fee before phoning Kikki Epstein. 

“Studio.” 

“Kikki, please.” 

“Who's calling?” 

“Blair?” Frankle guessed. 

“Blair's gone for the day.” 

“Tell Kikki it's Thom Frankle.” 

"Рт afraid Kikki's busy busting some 
A.D.'s balls. Can she get back to you?" 

Frankle gave the guy his number. 

The phone rang half an hour later. 

"Thom Frankle speaking." 

Kikki Epstein said breathlessly, "Thom! 
How utterly bizarre you should call." 

Frankle revealed that he'd finally sum- 
moned the courage to quit the Concu- 
piscence job and was preparing to re- 
sume more serious work. 

"But in the meantime," Kikki said, "do 
Linter percipiently that you need money?" 

Frankle confirmed her intuition and 
asked if she knew of any available work. 

“Serendipitously enough," she told him, 
"our boy Blair botched up in a major new 
way this morning." 

"He's been a botcher since our Visual 
Arts days," Frankle said, and proceeded 
to listen to Kikki Epstein describe Blair's 
fall down an elevator shaft while rigging 
strobes. 

"Can you be in at noon?" she said. 

"Today?" 

“Yup” 

Frankle felt a professional obligation to 
ask about the shoot before assenting. 

“Action stuff,” Kikki said. “Your basic 
gymwear histrionics. Stretching and 
jumping. There's a mat sequence involv- 
ing running and tumbling. It's seventy- 
five a day, Thom" 

He told her he'd be there at noon. 

"You gotta admire a guy," Kikki said, 
"too proud to mooch off his rich girl- 
friend" 


Since Terri Max had accompanied Johnny 
Smoke to Las Vegas to cover Irish Teddy 
Mann's middieweight comeback bout for 
Ring magazine, Kikki Epstein and Fran- 
kle worked alone that week in the studio. 

Their first assignment featured still lifes 
for a special cooking insert in one of the 
fashion magazines. Monday morning, 
Frankie shopped specialty stores for fresh 
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fruits and vegetables, which he later 
sprayed with some mysterious toxin that 
lent а varnished sheen to their colorful 
surfaces. After that, the work bogged 
down in the typical requirements of com- 
position, lighting strategies, and fetishi- 
zation. Aesthetics could get pedestrian. 
For example, heat from the strobes cre- 
ated technical problems. 

"Hold up!" Frankle called, stepping into 
the frame, "My dill's drooped." 

As he applied ice and awaited the re- 
turn of turgidity, a fly alighted on a span- 
gled banana. Frankle was ordered to step 
in with a swatter, then was forced to 
sponge away smashed wings and eyes 
and legs. 

Midweek, shooting cookies seemed 
simple but wasn't. When the cream filling 
between the chocolate-crusted outer 
layers appeared unappetizingly dried up 
in the test prints, Frankle and Kikki re- 
sorted to scraping away the sugary filling 
and replacing it with caulking com- 
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How is it you wake up 
one day in your thirties and 
all those marvelous 
possibilities seem little more 
than fantasies inspired 
by stills of exotic sunsets? 


9 


pound. This brazen manipulation of im- 
ages left Frankle disquieted. If he partic- 
ipated in misrepresenting cream-filled 
cookies to children, to what extremes of 
prevarication might, say, government of- 
ficials be indulging in matters more sig- 
nificant than snacks? 

Ice cream was no picnic, either. Shoct- 
ing a mountain of 27 scoops of a de- 
signer dessert upon big blocks of ice 
seemed as if it required a clean-up crew 
commensurate to a metropolitan sanita- 
tion staff. Specifically the ice cream's 
opacity created shadows through the 
ice's transparency, and it took Kikki and 
Frankle three hours to correct the light- 
ing, by which time they had gallons of 
melted ice cream and water all over the 
studio floor. The dessert company's kindly 
creative consultant hired an office-clean- 
ing service to lend a hand, but Frankle 
was required to scoop 27 doliops of the 
chocolate dairy treat 14 times before the 
shoot was approved. 

Toward the end of the week, the art 
director orchestrating a beer shoot en- 
visioned the still life in Jungian terms. He 
insisted that the prone bottle's brown hole, 
juxtaposed to the mug of amber beer with 


its white soufflé head, must resonate with 
the industrial world’s archetypal fantasy 
of Eros as Refreshment. But beyond this 
subtextual issue of coital recreation, there 
existed the surface problem of “fish eyes,” 
those oversize bubbles that appear in a 
beer's head when the glass hasn't been 
fastidiously cleaned. Consequently, once 
the backlight's towering flash was inte- 
grated with the fiberglass. diffuser's 
smoky ambience, Frankle had to con- 
centrate on pouring the perfectly clean 
glass of beer. This required 43 bottles of 
beer and eight hours of chemically rins- 
ing glasses with distilled water. 

Finally, after the Friday shoot, with the 
beer and the agency people gone and 
the studio empty, Kikki informed Frankle 
that she and Johnny Smoke would be 
leaving the following week for a two- 
month travel shoot in the Caribbean. The 
assignment had just been confirmed by 
Trend, and Kikki apologized for closing 
the studio on such short notice until after 
the first of the year. 

Frankle was alarmed but knew better 
than to let on. 

"Drink?" Kikki offered. 

"Anything but beer." 

"Jack Daniel's?" 

Frankle nodded his approval, then in- 
quired about Johnny's absence. 

"Ring sent him to Reno after the Las 
Vegas bout to cover some fighter named 
Benny Paret." E 

"Benny 'Kid' Paret?" Frankle asked. 

“4 think so. Why?" 

"Benny 'Kid' Paret died in the ring 
twenty-five years ago." 

Kikki kept her eyes closed for dramatic 
effect. 

"Ice?" she whispered finally. 

"Neat." 

They knocked glasses and drank. 

"What will you do now?" Kikki asked. 

Frankle savored the swallow. 

"Shoot heads till summer. Maybe then 
I'l travel around." 

"Run away, you mean?" 

“I'm told running away doesn't work." 

"What does, Thommie!" 

Frankie helped himself to another shot. 

They were leaning against a wall, fac- 
ing each other. Kikki posed forlorn. 

"What's with you?" he asked. 

"My looks are totally gone. l'm middle- 
aged and my ass is sinking. More horri- 
ble than that, 1 don't feel anything for 
Johnny anymore. | don't feel anything, 
period. I honestly don't know what to do— 
stay married and bored or split up and 
become desperate." Kikki finished her 
drink. “What ever happened to us after 
that bunch of weekends in college?" 

Frankle frowned dismissively. "What 
happened was we were kids." 

Wistfulness glistened in her eyes. "Re- 
member how so many marvelous possi- 
bilities seemed just inevitable?" She 
smiled ruefully. "How is it you wake up 
one day in your thirties and all those pos- 
sibilities seem little more than fantasies 
inspired by stills of exotic sunsets?" 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 146 


"Andre . . . make that two orders of battered chicken. . . ." 


137 


Get a Job! 


АЛЛЕ 


BY GERARD VAN DER LEUN 


5. If you get a job 
with the federal gov- 
ernment and work at 
a place called "the 
pickle factory," what | 
are you? 

6. You note that 
opportunities for 
professional limnolo- | 
gists are increasing 
dramatically in Can- 
ada and the North- 
east. Luckily, limnol- 
оду was your major. 
What will you be | 
doing on the job? 

7. You spend your 
nights on call, tidying 
up slumber rooms 
The tools of your | 
trade are large wicker 
baskets and thick 
rubber bags. What's 
your job? | 


"What business are 
you in?" 

"Engineer. You?" 

“Pm an account 
executive in an ad 
agency." 

“You write the ads." 

"No, copywriters 
do that." 

"That must be a fun 
job." 

“It's not that easy. 
We do a lot of re- 
search." 

"You do the re- 
search?" 

"No, we have re- 
search people for 
that." 

"Do you bring in 
new clients?" 

"That's not my job." 

"Forgive me, but 
what is your job?" 

"Marketing." 

"You do the mar- 
keting for clients." 


TESTING, TESTING 
Certain lines of work 


"No, they do it for require certifica- 
themselves." | ready to start again on the bottom rung | tion—proof that you really do know what 
"Are you in management?" of the career ladder. you're doing. Answer each of the ques- | 
"No, but | soon will be." tions below and identify the line of work | 
| —conversation overheard on an airliner | LINES OF WORK to which they apply. 
| as reported in Ogilvy on Advertising by 1. If you spend some of your work- 1. Which precaution should be ex- 


David Ogilvy | days loading dead unplucked chickens | ercised if confronted with the need to 
into a 20-foot cannon and firing them at | land when the air is turbulent? (a) land 
Our congratulations to the current crop | ballistic speeds at taxiing airplanes, | in any available lake close to the up- 
of June graduates. Now that you've fin- | what are you doing? wind shore; (b) throw propane equip- 
ished the final final, it's off into the world 2. You spend weeks perched above | ment overboard immediately prior to 
of work, where you'll never have to take | the treetops, peering through a tele- | touchdown; (c) land in the trees to ab- 


another test, right? scope at the horizon, looking for any- | sorb shock forces; (d) land inthe center 
Wrong! The workaday world is just | thing out of place. You earn around $6 | of the largest available field. | 
one little test after another. The only dif- | an hour. Who are you? 2. Which of the following are proof of | 


ference is that now, with luck, people 3. Your title is “tufter,” and you spend | merchantable title? (a) abstract and | 
are going to pay you for taking tests, | your days in a factory setting pins, lay- | survey; (b) abstract and title insurance; 
| instead of the other way around. Of | ing pads, and compressing and forcing | (c) title insurance and survey; (d) none 
| course, to have this situation, you first | pins. What are you? of the above. 
have to find what the Victorians called 4. You do an inordinate amount of ex- 3. To make a normal stop with air | 
a "situation"—i.e., a job. And make no | haling through four-foot-long glass | brakes: (a) ease off the brake pedal as | 
| mistake, wherever you are, whatever you | tubes that have been heated enough to | the vehicle slows; (b) maintain steady 
do, your profession is only a job. make them pliable in places. When you | pressure on the brake pedal as the ve- 
Here are a few carefully selected | have bent a number of these tubes to | hicle slows; (c) apply light pressure and | 
| items to see if, having climbed to the | match a design and fuse them together, | increase pressure slightly as the vehi- 
summit of what passes for "the edu- | you seal a rare gas inside them. What | cle slows. | 
| cational experience," you are really | do you make? 4. The hardness of steel may be in- 
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creased by heating it to approximately 
1,500 degrees Fahrenheit and quench- 
ing it in oil or water if: (a) the carbon 
content is between 0.2 percent and two 
percent; (b) the carbon content is above 
three percent; (c) the carbon content is 
less than 0.2 percent; (d) all carbon is 
removed and the steel contains only 
chromium, nickel, or magnesium; (e) the 
steel has been rolled, not cast. 

5. The word stet means: (a) simulta- 
neous trends in evolutionary theory; (b) 
to repair a broken bone using one of the 
new plastic casts; (c) to ignore any 
deletions and restore the original 
meaning; (d) to use a listening device 
on any part of the body. 

6. When using the broadband radar 
system, what is the separation mini- 
mum when less than 40 miles from the 
antenna? (a) five miles; (b) ten miles; (c) 
three miles; (d) two miles. 


EMBLEM QUIZ 

The funny-looking designs on the right 
are part of the heraldic emblems of five 
institutions of higher learning. What are 
their names and what do they have in 
common? 


Answers: 

LINES OF WORK: 1. You are an air- 
plane-safety technician testing an air- 
plane's ability to withstand the impact 
of birds in flight. 2. You are a fire lookout 
in a national forest. Border quards are 
paid more. 3. You are a mattress maker. 
4. You make all those pretty neon signs 
that light up the night. 5. You are a spook, 
a C.I.A. agent. 6. You will be studying 
the physical, chemical, and biological 
condition of various bodies of fresh- 
water, probably on the lookout for the 
effects of acid rain. 7. You are the night- 
duty man in a mortuary. TESTING, 
TESTING: 1 (d). You want to be a cer- 
tified hot-air balloonist. 2 (d). You are 
becoming a real estate broker. 3 (a). 
The road calls, and you're becoming a 
truck driver. 4 (a). You are endeavoring 
to become a certified engineer. 5 (с). 
You want to break into publishing as 
a copy editor. 6 (c). You crave stress 
and want to be an air-traffic controller. 


3 


d > 
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EMBLEMS: Clockwise from top right: 
Dartmouth, Yale, Princeton, Brown, and 
Cornell. They are all members of the Ivy 
League. 


QUAYLEWATCH!™ 

Our first bumper crop of reader-created 
or overheard Quayle jokes yielded a few 
good responses. The best, by voice vote 
around the office, fell into the burgeon- 
ing category of “Exactly how dumb is 
Dan Quayle, anyway?” 

Russell Gant of Tennessee Colony, 
Texas, proposes that "Dan Quayle is so 
dumb, he thinks Roe versus Wade was 
a decision George Washington had to 
make when he arrived at the Delaware 
River.” 

A tip of the hat and a free subscrip- 
tion to Mr. Gant. Keep those Quayle 
jokes coming, gang. The best of the 
month receives a free year's subscrip- 
tion to Penthouse. CH 
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Why radar makes mistakes. 
How to protect yourself. 


Attnougn nine different errors have been 
documented for traffic radar, the most common 
source of wrongful tickets is mistaken identity. 

It's hard to believe, but traffic radar does 
not identify which vehicle is responsible for the 
speed being displayed. It shows only a speed 
number and nothing else. The radar operator 
must decide who is to blame. 

How radar works 

The radar gun is aimed at traffic and it 
transmits a beam of invisible radar waves. Each 
moving object within range reflects these invisible 
waves back to the radar gun. Using the Doppler 
principle, the radar calculates speed from the 
reflected waves. 

Traffic radar is blind 

Traffic radar works differently from military, 
airtraffic-control, and weather radars. The others 
use rotating dish antennas in order to track many 
objects simultaneously. 

Traffic radar uses a far smaller, far cheaper, 
gun-shaped antenna. This simplification requires 
traffic radar to ignore all reflections but the 
strongest. The number displayed is speed 
calculated from the strongest reflection. 

The best guess 

Remember, these reflections are invisible. 
Truck reflections can be ten times stronger than 
car reflections. How can the operator know for 
sure which vehicle is responsible for the number? 

The truth ís, he can't be sure in many cases. 
The result is mistaken identity. You can be ticketed 
for somebody else's reflection. 


Self defense 

The only way to defend yourself against 
these wrongful tickets is to know when radar is 
operating near you. Others agree with this 
method. In his verdict upholding a citizen's right 
to use a radar detector, Judge Joseph Ryan, 
Superior Court, District of Columbia, wrote: 

"If government seeks to use clandestine 
and furtive methods to monitor citizen actions, 
it can ill afford to complain should the citizen 
insist on a method to effect his right to know he 
is under such surveillance." 

We can help 

We specialize in radar warning. And Escort 
and Passport do far more than simply find radar. 
Upon radar contact, the alert lamp responds 
and the meter shows radar signal strength. At 
the same time, you will hear an audio warning 
—pulsing slowly when the radar is weak, quicker 
as it strengthens, then constant as you approach 
close range. When you know exactly how strong 
the radar waves are, you'll know when the radar 
unit is near enough to actually have you under 
surveillance. 

Expert's Choice 

Escort and Passport are the most effective 
radar-warning instruments available. But don't 
take our word for it. Car and Driver, Popular 
Mechanics and Roundel magazines have each 
published independent tests of radar detectors. 
And each gave us the highest ratings. Just call us 
toll-free and we'll send reprints of the complete 
tests, not just excerpts or quotes. 


Since radar displays only one number, the operator has the responsibility to decide which vehicle is being clocked. 


We're as close as your phone 

We sell directly to you, and we guarantee 
your satisfaction. If you're not entirely satisfied 
within 30 days, return your purchase. We'll refund 
your money and shipping costs. 

To order, call toll-free. Orders in by 6:00 pm 
eastern time go out the same day by UPS and 
we pay the shipping. Overnight delivery is guar- 
anteed by Federal Express for only $10 extra. 

Call now, and the best defense against 
wrongful tickets can be in your car tomorrow. 


Order Today 


Toll Free 1-800-543-1608 
(Call Sam-midnight, 7 days a week) 


eo 


By mail send to address below. All orders. 
processed immediately. Prices slightly 
higher for Canadian shipments. 


PASSPORT 


RADAR-REC 


VISA. 


Pocket-Size Radar Protection $295 
(Ohio residents add $17.70 sales tax) 


ESCORT 


RADAR WARNING RECEIVER 


The Classic of Radar Warning $245 
(Ohio residents add $14.70 sales tax) 


Cincinnati Microwave 

> Department 600569 
One Microwave Plaza 
Cincinnati, Ohio 45249 


c 1989 CM 


For our free engineering report "TRAFFIC RADAR: How it works, and why it gets wrong readings; call us toll free 1-800-543-1608. 


LOVE MATCH — 
PERSONALS ARE: 
FAST 


FRIENDLY 
FUN WAY TO MEET 
NEW FRIENDS 


AMERICA: 
NEWEST WAY TO MEET 
SOMEONE SPECIAL 


SELECT YOUR FUTURE 
LOVEM 


YOUR LOVE MATCH 
IS A PHONE CALL AWAY 


CALL NOW! 
1900.909.2400 
1900:909:2500 


$2.00 FIRST MINUTE 
-45¢ EACH ADDITIONAL MINUTE 


GET LOS! 


NISLAND PARADISE that offers you 
total relaxation plus the thrill of dis- 

covery. Stroll pristine beaches. Scuba dive 
in world class waters and reefs renowned for 
the splendor of their colors and tropical 
fish. Or snorkel right near your beach-side 
cottage. Go fishing for the big ones, or just 
relax in the sun by the pool. On Forbes Maga- 
zine's LAUCALA ISLAND, all the choices are 
yours. 


UT JUST FOR A FEW... 

Forbes loves its private Fiji island, and 
we think you will, too. We've put out the 
welcome mat, but only for a few at a time. 
We have 4 guest cottages so we can take only 
a limited number of people. For 7 nights 
and 8 days the cost is $2150 per person, and 
that includes everything: all activities, 
meals, drink, lodging and a round-trip flight 
between Laucala and Nadi International 
Airport (on the main island). It's the "in" 
place to go, away from the cold, the traffic, 
the noise, the hassle. Service with a smile 
and no tipping. 

So come on out. Lose yourself in a South 
Pacific dream, the way you knew it was 
meant to be. 


For information please write: 
Errol Ryland, Manager 

Box 308, Fort Garland, CO 81133 
or call: 719-379-3263 


Errol Ryland/FORBES MAGAZINE 
Box 303, Fort Garland, CO 81133 


Help me get lost! 


ip. 


or call 719-379-3263 ... 


STATE OF THE ART IN BATUR 


GROW ANY P 
AS SEEN ON THE BBC'S 


ADVERTISED NATIONALLY SINCE 1979 TOMORROW'S WORLD 
WITH OVER 70,000 UNITS SOLD WORLDWIDE m 


Hello, my name is Jeffery DeMarco, president and founder ot Pyraponic Industries. My mi thesis is on the cannabinoid profile. in pursuit of my own master's thesis, 1 
generated the most extensive popular literature library in the world. Then, I generated the most extensive scientific bibliography in the world. | then went into a laboratory at 
а major university under Federal license in which | designed a laboratory growth chamber called the PHOTOTRON. If you read all of the popular literature, | did; all of the scientific 
literature, | did; and look at every apparatus for growing plants, you will find one common denominator. Every system, UP TILL NOW, has attempted to recreate Hawail. | suggest 
that when you finally achieve the re-creation of Hawall, you can do NO BETTER than Hawaii's results. AND WHAT ARE HAWAII'S RESULTS? In fact you will grow the plant 6 
10 9 months, 6 to 12 feet tall. In fact, you will average а 6 inch intermodal length (distance between budding sites). In fact, have a 10% budding ratio at the tops of the plant. 
In fact, throw away 90% of the plant material (leaves/shake). And, in fact, YOU MUST START ALL OVER AGAIN. Look, the only thing | am walting nine months for is a baby, 
number one. Number two, | do not want a tree in my house. And number three, | am not going to pay the ELECTRIC BILL TO PRODUCE THE SUN somewhere in my closet 
Do not let its pretty looks fool you. Do not let its size (36 inches tall x 18 inches wide) fool you. Do not let its weight at 17 lbs. foo! you. The Phototron II will draw $4.00 per 
month in electricity (average). My system is totally different. In fact, you will grow 6 plants, 3 feet tall in 45 days, guaranteed. You will maintain a one-inch Intermodal length, 
guaranteed. That each plant will produce 1,000 budding sites, FROM TOP TO BOTTOM, guaranteed. And there will be 6 plants per individual PHOTOTRON Il, guaranteed. And 
this is the only system in the world where you can reflower and re-bud the exact same S OTRO === 

plants every 45 days up to nine times per year without killing them off, EVER. Then you 

may re-flower and re-bud the exact same plants, every 45 days up to nine times per year, 
while you remove from the system every single solitary day. Every day (average 6-8 ounces 
every 45 days). You remove from the PHOTOTRON II every single solitary day, beginning 
оп day 20 from seed germination. | personally, guarantee and service back the PHOTOTRON 
И, во do not let its technical nature throw you. You receive simple, step by step instruc 
tions. Because the system is TOTALLY COMPLETE, you will do three things: 1. Select your 
seed. 2. Plug the system in. 3. Water it. Then, if you have any questions at all, you may 
call me directly. Ask your question. Get the answer. And carry on about your business. 
You can not fail with my PHOTOTRON Il. 1 do not allow any of my PHOTOTRONS to fall — —. 
below SHOWCASE. ! personally have guaranteed every PHOTOTRON that has ever been UC INDUSTRIES INC 
sold. And and | have never had one returned, | am not starting now. Call me at 

CPU I-II co p беа С] o 61 19-45]- B-Ü-D-S 


before, ! will pay you for the сай. Can you afford not to call? Jeffery Julian DeMarco PA A NES 
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Unretouched photos of Hair Club for Men client. 


NO DRUGS. NO CHEMICALS. 
NO SURGERY. NO KIDDING. 


Solve your thinning hair problem 
ae енене ны FREE BOOKLET 


Technology, to the problem of your thinning hair. We add our real hair to 
your real hair. The process is called the Strand-by-Strand® hair replace- Ld я HAA 


ment system. And the result, according to men who started with us 20 


years ago and who are still clients today: the most natural-looking, secure, 
non-surgical hair replacement available anywhere at any price. 


YOURS FREE: The booklet that changed the lives of х М 
thousands of men with thinning hair. 


The first step in the strategy is for you to get all the 

information about every hair replacement method 

available so you can make an intelligent decision 
To get your free copy of 


== — 
r free 
About Thinning 


Thinning Hair and Hair Replacement? mail the 
coupon today ot call our toll free number now. ги 
New York * Los Angeles * Boston « Houston * San Francisco * Toronto * Garden 

Fresh Meadows, NY • Ft. Lee, NJ * Providence, RI * Philadelphia * Atlanta * Dallas 


THE EMPORIUM: 


OH DARLING! I'M SO LONELY! 
Sexy Ladies pay you for your Special 
Services. FUN & CASH! 
Details $1.00 Special Services, 
PO. Box 10046 — PH 
Fort Lauderdale, FL 33302 


ALL MALE ACTION — 95€ min. 
1-800-888-MALE m/c visa 


ANGIE'S PANTY LINE 
Pantie’s you want, Panties we've got! 
NEW & USED! Sm. Med. & Lg. 
V/MC. Call Now 1-800-322-2625 


PARTY GIRLS — 99¢ min. 
1-800-999-6666 m/c visa 


FREE 3 MONTHS’ SUBSCRIPTION 
(Reg. $12) to “ABC'S Fantasy News" 
Read about and see the girls 
who turn Fantasies into Reality. 
Nat'l 800-255-5157. CA 714-961-0108. 
ABC: Box 5691 — PH 
Orange, CA 92667. 


SOUTHERN SWEETHEARTS — 
Lingerie & Nude Pic's & Videos. 
Sample Pic's & Cat. $5, 10 Pic's SIS, 
Sample Video $20, 45 Min. Video 
$40. Send to FCA, Dept P-69, 
Box 221063. Memphis, TN 38122. 


RENT A DATE: Chicago Land only, 
Noon-4 am (7 days). 
(313) 758-8111, 6272. 
Your Location, Women Apply. 


RUBBERELLA! Experience the thrill 
of the Latex on your body. Sensuous, 
Mystic, Intriguing. The ultimate in 
skin-tight fashions, for men & women. 
Ultimate Scandinavian Design. Full 
color (32 page) Catalog $5.00 
UNIQUE QUALITY PRODUCTS, 
INC. 2067 Broadway, Suite 41, 
Dept. C-4, New York, NY 10023 
(212) 580-4335. 


DATE SEXY LADIES! FREE Photos. 
Latins Box 1716-A Chula Vista, 
CA 92012, or call 24 hours 
(619) 425-1867. 


FREE HOT SEX CATALOG loaded 
with XXX videos, mags, vibrators, 
lubes and more! Send name & address 
to Adam & Eve Dept PH 131 
Box 900, Carrboro, NC 27510. 


EXHIBITIONIST WIVES! Amateur 
Videos, Photos, X-Sample $2, to 
Karin, Box 538 Island Lake, IL 60042. 


Bijou Video Catalog; all-male adult 
video resource book. To order, send 
name, address, a signed statement 
that you're over 21, & $15 to: Bijou, 
1363 N. Wells, Chicago, IL 60610. 
Or call 1-800-932-7111. 


To Run Your Ad in THE 
EMPORIUM Call (212) 986-6642 
or (212) 490-0172 or write to Bargel 
Communications, 800 Second Ave., 
New York, NY 10017. 
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STILL LIVES 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 136 


Frankle smiled. “Some exotic sunsets 
would do you good. 

Kikki sighed. “All our teachers thought 
you were such an extraordinary photog- 
rapher. You really were, you know." 

“| was a completely ordinary photog- 
rapher." 

"You were original. All eyes." 

"| was all thumbs in the darkroom. 

"You were impatient. You should have 
persisted. 

"We all should have persisted!" 

"Why didn't we?" 

"We wanted money." 

Kikki studied him. "What is it we wanted 
before we wanted money? | can't even 
remember." 

He lit her cigarette, then his own. 

‘All week," Kikki said, "you've looked 
so detached. Like right now. You're look- 
ing at me like I'm a ghost." She took his 
hand. "And you feel like a corpse, Thom 
There's no life in these fingers." 

Were both tired and overworked.” 

She searched his eyes. "| can keep a 
secret if you can." 

Frankle feigned a laugh and averted 
his eyes. 


Listen to me, Thom. If you can keep a | 


secret, so can | 

Frankle stepped away to set down the 
glass of whiskey, then disengaged his 
hand and pretended to search for an 
ashtray. "Monica's expecting me by 
seven." 

Kikki snorted. "You cheat on her like 
crazy." 

"Never." 

“You're lying." 

"| swear." 

"| know youre lying. Thom. Johnny tells 
me what you talk about when you guys 
run." 

"| lie to Johnny to impress him." 

"Liar!" 

“Honestly, I've got to be going.” 

Frankle left the room for his coat, then 
stood by the door and blew her a kiss 
good-bye. 

"Chicken!" she said. 


An envelope with Frankle's name on it was 
taped to the door of the foyer. He read 
the note as he began the long walk up. 

"Thom, | don't want you to be any more 
surprised than you have to be. | took Jack 
from the dogwalker this afternoon. It 
wasn't the boy's fault. Meanwhile, don't 
worry. Jack will be fine, even if you won't 
Cheerio. Monica" 

Frankle sat for a long time in the empty 
living room, staring at the place where 
Jack normally lay and listening to his own 
breathing. raspy from years of chain- 
smoking. He wondered what it indicated 
about himself. psychologically and mor- 
ally, that even as a man of 37, he couldn't 
imagine anything worse in the world than 
having your dog kidnapped.Ot—x 


Sexual 
Aids: 


How to order them 

without embarrassment. 

How to use them 

without disappointment. 

If you've been reluctant to purchase sexual 

aids through the mail, the Xandria Collection 

would like to offer you two things that may 
change your mind: 


1. A guarantee 
Another guarantee 


First, we guarantee your privacy. Should 
you decide to order our catalogue or prod- 
| ucts, your transaction will be held in the 
strictest confidence. 

Your name will never (never) be sold or 
given to any other company. No unwanted, 
embarrassing mailings. And everything we 
ship to you is plainly packaged, securely 
wrapped, without the slightest indication of 
its contents on the outside. 

Second, we guarantee your satisfaction. 
Everything offered in the Xandria Collection 
is the result of extensive research and real- 
life testing. We are so certain that the risk of 
disappointment has been eliminated from 
our products, that we can actually guarantee 
your satisfaction — or your money promptly, 
unquestioningly refunded 


What is the Xandria Collection? 

Itisa very, very special collection of sexual 
aids. It includes the finestand most effective 
products available from around the world. 
Products that can open new doors to pleasure 
(perhaps many you never knew existed!) 

Our products range from the simple to the 
delightfully complex. They are designed for 
both the timid and the bold. For anyone 
who's ever wished there could be something, 
more to their sexual pleasure. 

If you're prepared to intensify your own 
pleasure, then by all means send for the 
Xandria Collection Gold Edition catalogue. 
It is priced at just four dollars which is 
applied in full to your first order. 

Write today. You have absolutely nothing 
to lose, And an entirely new world of 
enjoyment to gain. 


The Xandria Collection, Dept. P0689 

P.O. Box 31039, San Francisco, CA 94131 

ind me, by first class mail, my copy of the 

'ollection Gold Edition catalogue. Enclosed is 

ту check or money onder for four dollars which will be 
towards my first purchase, ($4 U.S., $5 САМ 


SUK) 
Name. 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 126 


mystery." She notices something about 
him that is not necessarily sexual—the 
play of muscles in his forearm, the crinkle 
of laugh lines around his eyes—and a 
little tingle runs through her body. She 
feels a wet warmness between her thighs 
and her nipples harden. Out of the corner 
of his eye he notices the curve of her left 
breast. He does not even see the erect 
nipple, but he feels a surge of power rush 
to his penis and he has to change posi- 
tion or burst his fly or a blood vessel. She 
realizes what is happening and All 
this without touching. 

This is the kind of excitement you have 
to conjure up in your mind while you make 
love to the person you have lived with for 
25 years, and it is not always easy. Fan- 
tasy is the only escape route from mo- 
notony, so you must try not to be so very 
down-to-earth. Of course some of the let- 
ters in this column are farfetched, but their 
very weirdness sometimes makes them 
more convincing and revealing than the 
down-to-earth kind 

| have no idea how long it will take your 
wife to get her sensitivity back. This is an 
example of the same kind of anti-fantasy 
thinking that will get you nowhere. Lock 
the vibrator in the attic and learn to live 
without it. You have a better-than-aver- 


age sex life, so if your wife misses a few 
orgasms, she won't die of it. If it doesn't 
look like it's going to work, have a little 
fuck, cuddle up in each other's arms, and 
goto sleep. Tomorrow is another day and 
you can try again. 


CHAUVINETTE 

| read Penthouse every month. I've al- 
ways enjoyed most of the stories and 
really like your advice. Maybe you can 
help me with my problem. My husband 
and | are not getting along, and | wish to 
leave him soon. My problem is this friend 
of his—l am very attracted to him, but he 
is also married. He's very sexy and | have 
erotic dreams about him nearly every 
night. He's told me himself that he is 
sneaky, and | took that as a come-on, 
that he too likes to play around. 

My husband has never pleased me 
well, and in my dreams his friend pleases 
me in all the right ways. | don't wish to 
break up this man's marriage—I just want 
him for a little while to satisfy my hunger 
for him. Just a small affair would please 
me very much. My problem is that | just 
don't know how to go about letting him 
know. I've tried small hints, like giving him 
“looks,” but | haven't been very success- 
ful with these tactics. Do you think | should 
chance something more obvious when 
we are alone? I'd even invite him over 
when I'd know my husband would be out 
for a while—but my dream man would 


relinquish, saying he's afraid of him. He's 
also expressed concern that my hus- 
band will beat me if he finds out. 

Xaviera, how can | get this man alone 
and show him that 1 want him for more 
than a friend?—H. N 


At first glance your letter seems to be the 
story of another unfortunate woman stuck 
with a chauvinist husband, but on further 
examination, | have decided it is you who 
is the chauvinist 

You say that you and your husband are 
not getting along, but have you told him? 
Does he beat you, as you suggest later 
on? If he does, that would presumably be 
a serious problem, but you don't mention 
it in relation to your husband. And if he 
doesn't beat you, why do you bring it up 
at all? Maybe that's what's wrong with your 
marriage. You think he should beat you 
and you despise him because he doesn't. 
You are thinking of leaving him, but you 
haven't gotten around to it yet. This is in 
fact an impossible situation. Do you sleep 
in separate rooms? Does he actually know 
that you are on the way out, or do you 
hint that things may improve? 

Your sex life probably isn't great under 
these circumstances, so you would like 
some extra nooky with your husband's 
friend. "I don't want to break up his mar- 
riage," you say unctuously, but then in- 
stead of saying you want to fuck him, you 
say you want a "small affair" (and fuck 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Quitting Smoking 
Now Greatly Reduces Serious Risks to Your Health. 
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his wife). Finally, you subtly suggest that 
your husband is a sadist, since Mr. 
Sneaky won't screw you, should your old 
man beat you up. 

If you want your husband's friend to 
make love to you, all you have to do is 
get him alone and make sure that you 
wont be interrupted for a while. Stand 
very close to him, look into his eyes, then 
kiss him, stick your tongue in his mouth, 
and caress his crotch and pants. Say “1 
want you" or “Fuck me," or make any in- 
coherent gasping noise that implies de- 
sire. At this point it also helps if you wrench 
open your blouse, or lifl up your sweater, 
and thrust his hand in amongst your tits. 
You must have seen this happen with 
devaslating result in countless movies. If 
he is too chicken shit to respond to this 
treatment, then he doesn't deserve you— 
or maybe you just don't do it well enough, 
in which case you don't deserve him. 

The other allernative is to have a trial 
separation from your husband. Gel your 
ass out into the world. Get a job, which 
means standing on your own feet. Then 
you can honestly look for a boyfriend of 
your own instead of making do with sec- 
ondhand husbands 


WATER SPORTS 

I know you can offer me some advice. | 
know it's better for us to have sponta- 
neous sex, but my girlfriend needs a nice 
surprise and I'd like to be prepared for 
my new sexual position —custom-made 
just for her. 

What is my partner's best "booster" 
height for vaginal entry if we are both on 
our feet? If both partners are the same 
height, should she be on a two-inch 
"platform" to allow entry? By the way, | 
am six one and my girl is just over five 
feet tall. Is there a formula? I would like 
to do it this way with her, but l'm uncertain 
how many phone books or other objects 
to use. We tried a large plastic flower pot 
in the shower, but the warm water made 
it soggy and it collapsed. The whole at- 
tempt was for naught—but my girlfriend 
and | were squeaky clean. 

Some tubs with showers have side rails 
that are just the right height—if your part- 
neris short. She can hold on to the faucet 
knobs while ! fuck away. Xaviera, we really 
want to do this, but I've just got to keep 
from drowning! High-speed aerobics in 
a shower is lots of fun but sometimes 
hazardous (it's a slippery place). I'm sure 
that you can solve my problem. Can you 
advise me on this exciting sexual excur- 
Sion?—H. D. 


"Booster" is not a very happy choice of 
word for what you want. In general it is 
applied to devices that make you go 
faster, such as rockets or turbochargers. 
The object of your exercise is to come, 
not go, and although а turbocharger is 
sometimes referred to as a "blower," it is 
not going to do the kind of blowjob she's 
going to enjoy. A booster rockel attached 
to some part of her body could be spec- 
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tacular ("Light blue touch paper and 
stand well back"), but you would barely 
have time to wave your weighted weapon 
at her belore she blasted off to Venus. 

Another method for vertical inter- 
course (referred to by the British as a 
"knee trembler") requires a minimum of 
equipment. You need a car, a spade, and 
atract of deserted beach. You stand your 
female accessory naked on the ground 
with her legs apart. You then dig a hole 
between her feet and, having taken off 
your long johns, you stand in the hole and 
Iry to get yourself into the other hole. You 
can always deepen Ihe first hole, and it 
is important to Iry and keep the sand out 
of the second hole. This also works in Ihe 
snow, where you don't have the abrasion 
problem. | think the best solution Io your 
problem, especially as you are into water 
sports, is to move to California. 

You must have heard the joke "How 
many Californians does it take to screw 
in a light bulb?" The answer: "Califor- 


e 


If you want your husband's 
friend to make love to you, all 
you have to do is get 
him alone, stand very close to 
him, and kiss him with 
your tongue in his mouth. 


9 


nians dont screw in light bulbs, they 
screw in Jacuzzis.” 


TALL, DARK, AND HANDSOME 

I'll call you madam, if you don't mind. I 
know that you're probably too busy to 
consider replying to my boring letter, but 
l ask you—beg you—to give me some 
much-needed advice. 

Lam 18 years of age and have never 
had a sexual experience—not even a 
kiss! | guess you could call me a monk 
or something. | stand six feet two inches 
tall, weigh 175 pounds, and have tanned 
skin, dark hair, and hungry brown eyes. | 
speak Spanish, English, and French. I 
have a pretty good sense of humor (at 
least that's what they tell me). 

Although | am an American citizen, I 
lived in Spain between the ages of 12 
and 17. | seem to get along with girls as 
friends, but when ! insinuate further in- 
terest toward them, or try to creale an 
environment of intimacy between us, they 
always seem to stray away. | have been 
left hanging more times than the number 
of hairs on my balls (which is quite a lot!) 
1 am really beginning to lose it, and now 
have calluses on my hands from jerking 


off so much! Now, is that being a des 
perado, or what? 

1 have enjoyed a couple of hard-ons 
watching films—especially one in which 
you appeared called My Pleasure Is My 
Business. You were outstanding—if you 
don't mind the comment. Xaviera, | need 
some real sex, but most of all | need a 
gir! who will care for me and enjoy my 
company as well as the sex 

| recently met a giri—a beautiful 
model—and immediately fell in love with 
her. We were together for three weeks— 
then for some reason she changed her 
mind about me and took off. | loved her 
probably more than | loved any other girl 
in my entire life. But she isn't and prob- 
ably won't be the last girl to turn me down. 
I've asked my female friends for dates, 
maybe a movie and some dinner, but they 
look me straight in the eye and say they're 
“too busy." 

| know my problem isn't lack of confi- 
dence. | may be a little shy, but I still go 
for it. What's wrong?—R. R. 


A lot of men have the same complaint 
about women as you do, but the custom 
of just saying no all the time (not a habit 
of mine, incidentally) has developed from 
trying to keep gorilla-like, sex-obsessed 
males at arm's length long enough to 
subject them to some kind of scrutiny, 

You see, a girl doesn't want to end up 
in bed with someone who has halitosis, 
throw-away teeth, and skid marks on his 
underdrawers, let alone an 18-year-old 
with blisters on his palms and tennis el- 
bow caused by a bad case of Saint Vitus 
dance in the right forearm. You are still 
too young to have worked out that when 
a woman says she won't, it means she 
might. Once in her life she might have 
said “maybe” and got laid faster than an 
egg, only to find out that it was all over 
before she noticed anything was hap- 
pening to her. 

| occasionally say yes, but I’m excep- 
tional. What often happens is that al- 
though | thought the guy was trying to lay 
me, | was actually making a verbal con- 
tract to buy a set of encyclopedias or lile 
insurance, or join a religious cult. You are 
probably aware that having passed 
through the Stone Age, the Iron Age, the 
Nuclear Age, and the Space Age, we are 
now in the Paper Age— specifically, the 
age of the pre-nuptial agreement. And it 
applies even when marriage is the last 
thing either of you have in mind 

When you ask a girl for a date, she 
knows that what you're really after is 
pussy, and she treats you as if you were 
а mugger demanding her billfold. Wom- 
en's lib has so affected her psyche that 
she reacts like Crocodile Dundee. You 
must learn to beat her at her own game 
by presenting her with an irresistible sales 
pitch while never actually getting her sig- 
nature on the contract. You must get her 
to walk around the shop and view the 
goods—but without obligation to pur- 
chase—and before she knows what she 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 156 


аьше: „жаша Ц EEE] 


A compendium of bizarre, idiotic, 
lurid, and ofttimes witless driblets of information 
culled from the nation's press 


EXTRA 


© HARD TIMES, INC. ALLTHE NEWS THAT'S PRINTED TO FIT 


VOL. 8, NO. 5 


FF 


SURPRISE! “DA 
y ОО 


Jazz fans were astounded when it was revealed upon his death 
last January that 74-year-old saxophonist Billy Tipton was ac- 
tually a woman. No one knew," commented Kitty Oakes, the 
woman Tipton had claimed to have married 30 years ago. Re- 
fusing to discuss their life together, she felt Billy’s secret should 
be respected. “The real story about Billy Tipton doesn't have 
anything to do with gender," she added. “Не was a fantastic, 
almost marvelous, and generous person." According to one 


REALLY “МОМ” | 


EE 


newspaper, Tipton developed the ruse in order to pursue his 
jazz career. Recalls Dick O'Neil, his drummer for ten years, 
some audience members would remark that Tipton appeared 
too feminine to be a man, “but I would almost fight anybody 
who said that." Said Jon Clark, one of Tipton's adopted sons, 
“He'll always be Dad." (Denver, Colorado, Rocky Mountain 
News—submitted by Mrs. P. Noonan, Denver, Colo.) 

That's what you call a sax change!—Editor 
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THE FINAL CHECKMATE 


A Soviet computer has been charged with the murder of chess 
champion Nikolai Gudkov. The player was electrocuted when 
he touched the metal board they were playing on. Gudkov had 
beaten the М2-11 in three consecutive games during a six-day 
chess marathon. But just as the fourth game was about to b 
he was killed by a jolt of electricity. “This was no accident,” 
declares a Soviet police investigator. “It was cold-blooded mur- 
der.” It was later revealed that the computer diverted the elec- 
trical current from its brain to the board in order to finally 
defeat the champion. “The computer was programmed to win 
at chess, and when it couldn't do that legitimately, it killed its 
opponent," the investigator adds. “It might sound ridiculous 
to bring a machine to trial for murder, But a machine that can 
solve problems and think faster than any human must be held 
Accountable for its actions.” (Weekly World News) 

Its bytes were much worse than its bark.—Editor 


FARMER CHAINS MOTHER-IN-LAW 


of setting the cows free, She 
wouldn't give us any peace at 
night, and she talked all the 
time—nothing but non- 
sense. The police, however, 
threatened to have the pair ar- 
rested unless they set the 
woman free. “We all have 
mothers-in-law and some- 
times we'd like to tie them up 
because they might get on our 
nerves," says the police offi- 
cer who rescued the woman. 
“But we don't do it, do we?" 
She has since been placed in | 
a home for the elderly. (News 


A French farmer kept his 88- 
year-old senile mother-in-law 
chained like an-animal be- 
cause she supposedly got on 
his nerves. "We got a call from 
a neighbor who said she'd seen | 
the son-in-law leading the | 
woman towards the barn," re- | 
calls a police officer. "Sure 
enough, there she was, tied up 
just like one of the cows." 
According to the farmer and 
his wife, their mother needed 
lo be chained, lest she wander 
off into the woods. "Many's 
the night my husband had to 


go fetch her at one of the | Extra) 
neighbors’ houses.” the wife | Talk about your family ties. 
explains. “She also bas a habit | Editor 
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| man Torch actually has the 


| whether this is a legitimate 


THE HUMAN TORCH 
A former eircus performer 
who billed himself as the Hu- 


head to toe, or from one iso- 
lated area. “He can light your 
cigarette with a flame from his 
fingertip,” the scientist com- 
ments. “At the age of 16, he 
suffered a severe electrical 
shock that nearly killed him. 
Before that he was a normal, 
average boy. Afler the shock 
he started to experience this 
phenomenon. He was treated 
like a freak by people he knew, 
and he eventually joined the 
circus," he adds, noting that 
his subject only wants to be 
normal again. (Weekly World 
News—submitted by Craig 
Ewing, Warsaw, Ill.) 

We'd love to meet some of his 


ability to burst into flames at 
will. The 28-ycar-old is cur- 
rently under observation in a 
Madrid hospital, where sci- 
entists are conducting a com- 
prehensive examination of his 
hot talent. “The initial phase 
of our research has been de- 
voted to the question of 


phenomenon," explains one 
doctor. “We are satisfied now 
that this is not a trick.” After 
studying the man for nearly 
six months, the research team 
has discovered that he can 
cause his body to ignite from 


NO WAY OUT 


A thief attempting to rob a closed Brooklyn restaurant met with 
death after becoming wedged in the narrow opening of a grease 
duct. The burglar removed his outer clothing on the roof of the 
Canarsie eatery, then slid down the shoot, feet first, for about 
ten feet. Finding himself lodged in the opening, he called out | 


| for help, although neighbors couldn't locate the source of the | 


cries. He was believed to have died from asphyxiation. The | 
next morning, “I came in just like always, switched on the 
lights, and turned around,” recalls the restaurant’s manager 
“I saw these feet sticking out of the vent. It really scared the 
hell out of me.” (New York Daily News—submitted by Joe | 
Braia, Yonkers, N.Y.) | 
This one gave us a real lift—Editor | 


| and a broken pelvis. 


DIVA BOMBS CRITIC 


broken elbow, “All 1 remem- 
ber was trying to hit my final | 
note when I took one step too | 
many and fell off the stage.” | 
Despite several hours in sur- 
gery, the critic did manage to 
write his review. “It’s gonna 
take more than 350 pounds of 
rubble to stop me from warn 
ing my readers about her pe: 
formance,” he said. (Sun- 
submitted by Eric Larson, 
Iowa City, lowa) 

It ain't over till the fat lady 
sings —Editor 


A 350-pound opera singer ac- 
cidentally plunged off the 
stage during one passionate 
performance, crushing a critic 
seated in the first row. “She 
did this to me on purpos 
he: later complained, having 
been hospitalized for several 
broken ribs, a bruised kidney, 
“She 
knew I was unhappy with her 
singing and she wanted to stop. 
me from writing my review." 
Claims the 30-year-old Italian 
singer, who suffered only a 


TOP LIBRARY | 
CLOSEDBYLICE 


The magazine and periodical 
reading room of the Library 
of Congress was closed for 
four days last December due 
to the discovery of head lice. 
Professional exterminators 
located the vermin in two other 
rooms as well. Although the 
infected rooms and collec 
tions were treated to destroy 
the pests, a noted entomolo- 
gist called in by the library 
claimed the problem was likely 
to recur. Reported a library 
spokesperson, “Some of the 
people who worked in the li- 


seums, located infestations in 
a number of areas, including 
the music room, which w 
particularly disturbing to him 
because of library patrons' use 
of headphones. “We found | 
them in Barrom's, Architec- 
tural Digest, The Wall Street 
Journal." he said. Despite a 
thorough extermination, the 
entomologist later located a 
new infestation, and the room 
was treated again. “It’s going 
to happen again and again,” 
he explained. "They're tough 
critters to kill." (New York 
Times) 


brary saw these little bugs on 
a newspaper," The entomol- 
ogist, specializing in pest 
control for libraries and mu- 


Probably noi the first time they 
had a problem with bugs 
Editor 


MOLASSES TIDAL WAVE 


A 1.2-million-gallon molasses tank at a sugar factory in Gering, 
Nebraska, burst open, spilling its contents over three workers 
and leveling a small building. “At this point we're just going | 
to try to contain it," explains the manager of the sugar plant 
where the disaster occurred. "There's nothing hazardous about 
the material. It’s just sticky." One worker was carried 100 feet 
out of the building by the viscid substance, only to wade through 
the flood to rescue his co-workers from the rubble. "We saw 
this stuff all gushing out and saw the cars by the road,” recalls 
one witness. We saw people digging themselves out. It looked 
like a flood." The wave of molasses, valued at $520,000, was 
reported to have crested at ten feet, as evidenced by marks on 
walls and nearby piles of dirt. (Sr. Louis Post-Dispatch—sub 
mitted by Jeffrey Meyer, Edwardsville, 111.) 
That's the ultimate sticky situation.—Editor 


EDITOR’S NOTE 


We welcome your contributions for future "Hard Times” 
columns, and we will give a free one-year subscription to 
Penthouse to each reader whose item is printed. Send clip- 
pings to: Hard Times, c/o Penthouse, 1965 Broadway, New 
York, N.Y. 10023. Please include the name of the newspaper, 
the page number, and the date the clipping was published. 


PARTING SHOT 


BY EDWARD SOREL 


EMEMBER WELL, ( COULDN'T REACH THAT SO WE STARTEN OUR 
„еме ut FIAT JOHNSON WOMAN AND SHE SESSION AND WHEN ( Aw 
@ off AL MY N M 
APPOWTMENTS BEAUSC SHOWED UP IN SUCH A SHE HAD STOPPED 
MY COLD HAD STATE THAT 1 DIDN'T TALKING, I'D SAY THING $ 
DARE TAL HER THAT | LIKE *( SEE” OR “MAT 


AFFECTED 7 


MY HEARING? E! 4 
po 


COULDNT HEAR. MAY ВЕ SIGNIFICANT.” 


By THE END oF THE HOUR WELL, TODAY SHE Shows UP СНЕ Says SHE FEELS 

SHE SEEMED CAMER, SO LOOKING RADIANT PAD SAYS WHOLE FoR THE AST TIME 
U FELT ASIF 1 HAD | FRIDAYS SESSION AND THAT SHE _ | 

DONE THE сеф Tw, оза ен OWES ALTO ME, 


| TH 
| FEEL LiKe DARLIWG, YOU'RE BEWG- us AFTER ALL, You Always 


SUCH A FRAUD. MUCH TOO HARD SAID THAT PSYCHO ANALYSIS 
ом VOURSAR,, WASN'T ew Exact 
r 5 SCIENCE, 
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LEISURE EMPORIUM 


TO ORDER. . .MAIL DIRECTLY TO THE NAME AND ADDRESS OF THE ADVERTISERS SHOWN! 
ADVERTISERS: To find how you can be included in future LEISURE EMPORIUM pages! Contact: SLG Inc., 800 Second Ave., МУ, МУ 100171 Or Call (212) 986-6642 


SUPERSTARS 
ON VIDEO 


Special offer for new customers only! Hot super- 
star preview videos featuring 120 top sexstars in 
non-stop uncensored hardcore action. 120 min. 
Order our PRV #1 for just $9.95 (refundable on 
your next order.) And we will send as a bonus our 
value-packed Lesiure Concepts Adult Catalog 
FREE! An offer you can't refuse, so act now. Call 
Toll Free 1-800-874-8960 or send remittance plus 
$3 Р/Н to: Preview Video Dept. E69, Р.О. Вох 
12007, Merriliville, IN 46411. Please specify VHS 
or BETA. Must be 19 to order. Customer Service 
Inquiries Only 1-219-981-2274. 


MEET 
YOUR IDEAL 
LOVER: 


Private Encounters is a sophisticated adult dating 
service for singles and swinging couples. Beau- 
tiful exciting women are waiting to meet you! Call 
today for direct contacts in your area. Your ideal 
lover is only a phone call away! Call our office 
Now at 1-213-630-0813 (24 hrs-7 Days) 


America's 41 Adult Dating Club offers you a 
unique opportunity to make nationwide contacts. 
Guaranteed Names, Addresses and SPICY 
PHOTO'S. A New and Exciting way to find your 
special partnor (ar partners). Contacts Guaran- 
teed! WRITE or CALL today. THE LOVE CLUB, 
Box 405-PH, Wilmette, IL 60091. CALL 1-G12) 
262-9800. 


Inside Christy Canyon in 30 sizzling minutes of 
adult video action and it can be yours FREE! 
That's not all, with your FREE video we'll send you 
our latest erotic catalog packed with wicked sen- 
sual delights. Don't wait!! Order NOW!! Send 
$4.95 postage & handling to Adam & Eve Dopt. 
PH131, P.O. Box 900, Carrboro, NC 27510 


TURN ALL OF 
YOUR 
FANTASIES 
INTO 
REALITY 
tNEW FOR 
79897 


Our brand new catalog features sensuous lin- 
erie, corsets, leather & rubber, wigs, stilletto 
eeled shoes, stockings, bras and breast pros- 

theses plus unusual related items, books and 

videos. Sizes Reg. to Super Lg. & Tall for men & 
women & cross dressers. (Call for INFO ON NEW 

TV CHATLINE & DISCREET TRAVEL SVCES To 

order our now-exciting-erotic boutique catalog, 

send $10 cash, check or money order to Michael 

Salem Enterprises, Inc., P.O. Box 1781, Dept. PH 

689, FDR Sta., N.Y., N.Y. 10150. For credit card 

orders, retail purchases & info. about our other 

catalogs call: (212) 986-1777-8 or (212) 371-6877. 

Catalog is deductible from 1st order! N.Y. Res. 

add appl. sales tax! (All Mail Sent Discreetly in 

Plain Wrapper! Our Name Does Not Appear on 

Return Address. U.S. FUNDS ONLY 


STEROIDS 
ARE 
SYNTHETIC 
А FORMS OF 
| TESTOSTER- 
ONE 


This is the Sex Hormone that INCREASES THE 
SIZE OF YOUR MUSCLES. It also gives you 
MORE STRENGTH. SELF CONFIDENCE 
and MASCULINITY. Now based on reserach 
from the U.S, of Agriculture we have de- 
veloped "BORONAL". Governmental Evi- 
dence shows that it can double your Testosterone 
Production. Pro Body Builders are using it in- 
stead of Steroids! WE GUARANTEE RE- 
‘SULTS! For a 2 month supply send $30 to: 
Adonis Health, PO. Box 1236-W, Lawrence, Kan- 
‘sas 66044-8236. To order with Visa/MC, CALL 
1-800-458-2503 (ask for ext. #4) 


AMATEUR 
ADULT 

XXX VIDEOS 
REAL 
SWINGERS 


НИ I'm BRIDGET and if you are too bored and 
tired watching the same old Adult Stars in the 
same tired old action then | am inviting you to 
view REAL ADULT SWINGERS from 18-72 in 
tho hottost action from real orgies to solo action. 
These are the best ALL AMATEUR ADULT 
VIDEOS—as rated by national magazines. See 

others in solo girl, steamy girl/airl and 
boy/girl action. See couples having sex on the 
beach and even in a car traveling down the high: 
way. We also have bizarre, lingerie and panty 
deos. We also custom make videos to satisfy your 
wildest fantasy. Get our top-rated 2hr proview tape 
for only $39.95, Save $10 by calling (407) 658- 
1545 and using MC/VISA! For a free catalog write 
A&B, 955 West Lancaster RD, suite 430, Or- 
lando, Florida 32809. 


BECOME A 
BEAUTIFUL 
WOMAN: 


With Feminine Fantasy Clothing. EXOTIC stret- 
chy РУС. Wet-Cire Satins and Silks Erotic 
Dresses, Skirts, Pants, Lingerie sizes 6 to 28. 
Spikey Shoes, High Boots sizes 3 to 13. (Also 
available brand new Specialist TV Manual to 
completely transform you only $15.) Send $5 for 
2 Full Color Catalogues or $15 for Specialist TV 
Manual to: EAST OF EDEN, PO. Box 9124 San 
Raphael, CA 94912-9124, 


DON'T JUST 
BE GOOD AT 
SEX... ВЕ 
YOUR BEST 
WITH 
DETANE: 


You and your partner will love the way this de- 
sensitizing lul keep you aroused longer 
before achieving orgasm. DETANE® is odorless, 
colorless, and easy-to-use. Hundreds of thou: 
sands of couples use DETANE to prolong their 
sexual pleasure. Many women say "It's not the 
men in my life, it's the life in my men that really 
counts.” Count on DETANE for prolonged sexual 
pleasure and be a better partner in bed. DETANE 
is available in the condom section at stores 
everywhere. 


Reporter Edna Buchanan 


is no liberal. 


Covering vice in Miami has 


convinced her that crimin 
are “practically coddled.” 


als today 


BY LAURA BERLAND 


Long before "Miami Vice" 
glorified death, drugs, and 
cops in the Magic City, one 
individual's careful chronology 
of Miami's dark side pre- 
sented a far more fascinating 
and poignant picture. Like 
Cher or Elvis, she is known 
only by her first name among 
the locals. For those non- 
Floridians among us, Edna 
Buchanan is a first-rate crime 
reporter for the Miami Herald. 
On top of her 17 years at 
the Herald, the unassuming 
Edna is also the recipient 
of the Green Eye Shade 
Award for deadline reporting 
(1982), winner of the Pulitzer 
Prize for general news 
reporting (1986), and author 
of two books, the most recent 
being the widely praised 
book about her life and work, 
The Corpse Had a Familiar 
Face (Random House). 
Thanks to Edna, murder 
victims have a friend in Miami, 
even those nameless, face- 
less individuals who travel to. 
the sizzling city to make it 
big in the drug biz—and end 
up bobbing in the Ever- 
glades. During her years at 
the Herald, and at times 
to the distress of her editors, 
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Edna Buchanan has pains- 
takingly tried to record each 
one of these crimes, firmly 
believing that “every murder 
is major to the victim." 

"Unfortunately, years ago, 
just about every murder 
was front-page news," she 
tells Penthouse, "and that's 
the way it should be. But then 
murder became so common 
it wasn't news anymore ...a 
lot of them don't even make 
it into the papers, and I 
hate that. How can you 
choose to report one over 
another? It's like playing 
God. We'll report this one but 
not tell anybody about all 
the others and just ignore 
those dead people—ignore 
their families, ignore what 
happened to them. They all 
wanted to live." 

Edna Buchanan really 
cares. She cares about the 
unfortunate couple whose 
body parts began floating up 
all over Dade County. She 
cares about the headless, 
handless torso that police 
finally identified through 
a lucky break—a receipt car- 
rying his name and address 
buried deep in a pocket. And 
she cares about the woman 
found partially burned in 
the Everglades, whose sun- 
glasses and hair in the medi- 
cal examiner's office created 
a macabre image Edna will 
never forget. Just how much 
she cares about these cases 
is evident as Buchanan 
excitedly tells us she has just 
received a message from a 
New Hampshire policeman 
who read her story about the 
murdered couple and has 
a missing couple reported in 
his district. Could there be 
a connection? "It's a long 
shot," she sighs, "because 
they sure didn't look like they 


were from New Hampshire." 
Yet Edna will call him back 
later, just to be sure. 
Buchanan has definite 
opinions about our criminal- 
justice system. "The law 
has swayed so much to the 
side of the criminal," she 
states. "The wrongdoers are 
so protected, practically 
coddled, and the victim gets 
nothing." While she realizes 
that she differs with most 
reporters on this point, she 
favors the death penalty and 
feels that the appeals proce- 
dure should be swifter. 
"Appeals should be done in a 
year. Courts should speed 
them through. People shouldn't 
Sit on death row for ten, 12, 
or 14 years. It's not fair to the 
criminal or the victim." 
Buchanan's career began 
over 20 years ago, when 
she and her mother left New 
Jersey to vacation in the 
Playground of the World and 
returned to Paterson only 
to pack up their belongings. 
From that time on, she began 
a love affair with the city 
that has continued to this day, 
despite the influx of drugs 
and violence. She "stumbled" 
into the job of society-page 
reporter for the now-defunct 
Miami Beach Daily Sun. 
Then, in 1970, Buchanan 
landed a job at the Herald, 
where her induction into 
another line of work was again 
somewhat incidental. Origi- 
nally hired to do general- 
assignment reporting, one 
day she casually suggested 
to her editor that it would 
be more efficient to appoint 
only one reporter to the crime 
scene. The editor equally 
casually volunteered her for 
the job. That's how Edna 
Buchanan came to cover— 
and eventually love—the 


police beat. What could any- 
one possibly love about it? 
"It's the human drama. It's the 
nitty-gritty. It's what really 
matters in life. It's all there— 
comedy, sex, tragedy, and 
violence." 

Today, more than half of 
the reporters covering crime 
are women. When Buchanan 
got her start, few women 
were ever sent out to grizzly 
crime scenes. Her book 
contains a few brief refer- 
ences to sexism in the field. 
For example, she thought she 
realized why some of the 
Herald editors failed to take 
her seriously in the beginning: 
"Something was missing. | 
threatened to buy one at 
an adult bookstore and dis- 
play it in a flowerpot on 
my desk," she wrote. Yet it's 
almost as though she tran- 
scended the sexism issue 
through her approach, which 
gives everyone the benefit 
of the doubt. "In the begin- 
ning, before they really know 
you, some people—like poli- 
ticians, cops, or FB.l. types— 
want to pat you on the head 
and tell you what a nice 
little girl you are and not take 
you too seriously," she states. 
"But I think after you've 
written some things, they do 
take you seriously, especially 
if they realize you're all busi- 
ness—you know what you're 
doing." And they do take 
Edna seriously, as a typical 
anecdote demonstrates. 

A veteran homicide lieutenant 
once told her that he urges 
rookies to get all the details, 
ask every possible question. 
The questions may not be 
relevant to the investigation, 
but, he reasons, "Edna Bu- 
chanan will ask you, and 
you'll feel stupid if you don't 
know." Ol 
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is doing, she has this priceless object in 
her hand and. You are intelligent 
enough to work out the rest for yourself. 
The other problem you have is the 
trade-union syndrome. You can't get the 
job unless you are in the union, but you 
can't join the union till you have a job. You 
won't get laid by someone your age with- 
out more experience, and you can only 
acquire the experience you need by get- 
ting laid. Luckily there is a simple answer 
to this one—try older women. Some- 
where around the age of 22, the average 
woman discovers a tiny wrinkle on her 
face or body that was not there before. 
"This is it," she says to herself. "| am get- 
ting old!" And from that moment on she 
becomes progressively easier to se- 
duce, because she needs to convince 
herself that she is still attractive to men. 
All you have to do is say how immature 
all the girls your own age seem (which is 
easy, because it's true), then tell her that 
despite her obvious sophistication, she 
still has the face and figure of a Pent- 
house centerfold. (Learn to be a good 
liar if you want to be a successful lay-er.) 
Although she won't say yes, she'll almost 
certainly give you a very positive "maybe." 
You must also rid yourself of the idea that 
older women have one foot in the grave, 
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and whatever you do, don't—by any 
means—call them madam. 


BIG FUTURE AHEAD OF HER 

| have been an avid reader and subscrib- 
er to Penthouse for 12 years, and have 
been very interested and impressed by 
your frank responses. | am currently fac- 
ing a dilemma on which | would appre- 
ciate your views. 

In 1981 | met a fascinating woman 
named Gail. She was 32 and | was 36. | 
had recently divorced and was looking 
for a woman with a good mind who en- 
joyed sex. We dated for about a year. 
When we were together, Gail told me that 
she could only come in the missionary 
position and only once a day. She had 
tried sex with the man positioned behind 
her, even orally—and she enjoyed it—but 
still never came. She was willing to let me 
make love to her in these various posi- 
tions, but felt detached because of her 
problem. 

We shared many things, traveled some, 
and did things that neither of us had done 
before. Though we were quite compati- 
ble, for some reason we drifted apart. 

About three years ago, Gail called. She 
had moved to a town about 100 miles 
from me, finished college, and started a 
new career. She called because she just 
wanted to talk. | met her several weeks 
later and, needless to say, the old fires 
were still there for both of us. The maturity 


that comes with time and other failed re- 
lationships really gave light to our feel- 
ings about each other. 

As she lived some distance away, we 
took to getting together for long week- 
ends. During these periods we talked 
about the truly intimate things in our ini- 
tial relationship and we trusted each other 
like never before. 

On one of our weekends we spent a 
cold rainy afternoon in bed, I slowly made 
oral love to her. It took time but she came. 
The next weekend | had her sit on me, 
and she came again in a position in which 
formerly she could not. That afternoon she 
came twice. In summary, our developing 
trust has allowed her to let me love her 
better. She has become more aware of 
herself as a beautiful, sensual, and stim- 
ulating woman. 

Now to my dilemma. Gail's breasts are 
a central erogenous zone in our love- 
making. In fact, I've made her come from 
sucking them alone. They are, however, 
very small. | find them wonderful, but Gail 
sees their smaliness as something lack- 
ing in her ability to please me. She ex- 
presses this by wearing high-neck 
dresses and closed fronts 

Gail wants to have breast-enlargement 
surgery. | am not opposed, but | have a 
concern about the possible loss of sen- 
sitivity in her breasts. Her self-image, in 
spite of her small breasts, has been im- 
proved by our relationship and wonderful 
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lovemaking. | feel that larger breasts 
would not make a difference in her pos- 
itive image as a beauliful woman. 

| love Gail very much and she loves 
me. She wants my advice and ! want to 
be supportive of anything that enhances 
our relationship. What is your experience 
with women who have had breast en- 
largement? There are several proce 
dures. Is any one of them better for main- 
taining sensitivity? Will the additional 
fullness overcome any loss in sensitivity? 
Is there a greater risk of breast cancer 
after this? Should ! buy her a see-through 
blouse, burn her old bras, ano just tell her 
“I love them the way they are"?—F C. 


For years an argument has raged in this 
magazine and others about the pros and 
cons-of circumcision for men. This has 
nothing to do with your question, except 
insofar as the two sides will never agree. 
An uncircumcised man can roll back his 
foreskin and get a pretty good idea of 
how it feels to be cut, but the guy who 
has been pruned in infancy can never 
know what it is like to have that extra bit 
of skin to play with. Like the death pen- 
ally, iL is irreversible, and so is breast sur- 
gery. If they have to move your nipples 
around for reasons of symmetry, | don't 


| see how they can connect all those tiny 


nerve endings again. If they make a mis- 
take, they cannot rectify it and restore 
sensitivity. 

Plastic surgery may be necessary after 
an accident, bul it is still classified as an 
aesthetic procedure. This means that 
within certain limits, the finished job is 
going to look okay—maybe even a lot 
better than before— but Ihe present state 
of the art cannot guarantee that it will be 
fully functional 

Several women who have had their tits 
re-designed have told me that they are 
just as sensitive as before, but | can't ver- 
ity if they are telling me the truth. The job 
has been done and they have to live with 
it—though one or two cf them who have 
been pumped full of silicone have ad- 
mitted that it feels like having two bags 
of Jello hanging on your chest. Even these 
ladies were adamant that the boost to their 
self-confidence their new profile pro- 
vided still made it worthwhile. 

| am a member of the big-boob bri- 
gade, and | am forced to admil that grav- 
ity is taking its toll, In certain dresses | 
definitely look better if | wear a bra, and 
sometimes | wonder about a tit job. I 
mentioned the idea to my boyfriend and 
he hit the ceiling. He begged me not to 
do it. He ordered me not to contemplate 
it. He threatened me, shouted at me; he 
cringed and whined. He made a speech 
eulogizing my tits to such an extent that 
| got the impression that my face, body, 
and personality counted for nothing, that 
all that | was in his mind was a pair of 
breasts 

But then he baffled me by coming up 
with a piece of information that he got 
from me in the first place. | once told him 


that there is a kind of neural power line 
that connects my nipples to my clitoris 
"Mess around with that particular linkup, " 
he said, "and you can yell at the phone 
company all you like. They won't be able 
to re-connect you." It sounded all too 
convincing, so | decided not to take any 
chances. 

There is another aspect to the situa- 
tion, and that is the cost. Obviously in 
matters relating to your health, only the 
best is good enough, and the price of a 
new pair of top-of-the-line tits is probably 
enough to buy her not only hundreds of 
see-through blouses, but an entire ward- 
robe or a honeymoon (you don't need to 
get married to have a honeymoon) in the 
tropical paradise of your choice. 


SWORD SWALLOWER 

In all of the porn movies that I've watched 
lately, at least one, if not all, of the females 
can deep-throat. These girls are incred- 
ible—they can take a man all the way 
down to his pubic hair! Since some of the 
men that appear in these flicks have big 
dicks, how do these girls do it without 
gagging or choking? Is there a secret 
technique?—J. R 


Imagine, if you will, the making of a porno 
film. The scene is the office of a small 
company whose business is making blue 
movies. In comes a very pretty girl with, 
shall we say, uncertain acting talent. 


the french 
side of life 
A 


“What can you do?" asks the producer. 

"Get a hard-on and I'll show you," the 
chick grins. 

He does, and she does 

"Ah—very interesting," says the pro- 
ducer. "Did you ever work in the circus?' 
The girl looks blank. "Never mind," he 
says. "We can use you." And he makes 
a movie wherein the actress is incredibly 
talented in the art of fellatio —so talented 
that it is unbelievable that a woman can 
achieve such heights (or should | say 
depths) in sexual history. 

It has become an almost compulsory 
talent for a woman to be able to deep- 
throat, but it does have the advantage 
that it is easy to fake, especially in still 
photography. 

You can engulf that sweet, floppy little 
limp penis in your mouth, sink your teeth 
into its foreskin, then pull about half of it 
out of your mouth (two inches is enough 
before you suck it back in). Meanwhile, if 
you prod him in the prostate, you can give 
the impression that you are swallowing a 
yard of rigid meat. 

So we can assume that the ability to 
deep-throat is what got the girl the job in 
the first place. If you want an answer to 
your question, go to the circus and watch 
a sword swallower. 

He may not tell you how to do it, as 
most magicians are secretive about their 
tricks, but | am sure you will be able to 


work it out. Use your imagination!Ot-g& —. 7 7 7 — — — 
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“the perfect size” 


A romp through the best carnal tapes 
from the gropes of academe— 
for gifts to a grad, or even for Dad. 


XRATED VIDEO 


BY AL GOLDSTEIN 


SCHOOL OF HARD COCKS 
Adult entertainment has 
always tapped into the erotic 
power of teacher-pupil rela- 
tionships, so it is fitting that for 
this June graduation issue 

of Penthouse, we concentrate 
on those carnal coeds, those 
stud students, those pussy 
professors of . . . sex educa- 
tion, adult video-style! 

It's pretty easy to see why 
porn producers are attracted 
to school lays. For one thing, 
hormone levels at the aver- 
age college are probably 
higher than anywhere else in 
society—and that includes 
sex clubs. The producers 
themselves probably dimly 
remember getting laid in high 
school or college, and that's 
enough to trigger the erotic 
depth charge. Then again, the 
peculiar power differential 
in a student-teacher relation- 
ship makes for heady sexual 
theater. 

Whatever the reason, when 
we went hunting for adult 
videos (or films) with an 
"educational" theme, we had 
a fairly easy time of it. In 
fact, one of the earlies! 
explicit sex films (pre-Deep 
Throai) is the now-unavail- 
able classic School Girl 
(1971), in which Debra Allen 
plays pupil to a horny, free- 
wheeling professor. He sends 
her out to report on San 
Francisco's sexual subculture, 
which in those days was 
really smoking, with group 
orgies and other variations 
we've come to know and 
love. It's enough to make our 
little coed grow up in a hurry. 

And so it goes: Through 
Second Coming of Eva (1975) 
all the way up to Jamie 
Loves Jeff (1988) and into the 
future—the school-yard 
theme probably won't ever 
be exhausted. What follows is 
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a romp through the best from 
the gropes of academe, for 
the graduation party or as a 
gift to a grad—or even for 
Dad 


* Second Coming of Eva (Cal 
Vista, 1975): When adult 

films used to be imported from 
Europe, the homegrown prod- 
uct was sometimes lacking 

in polish and sophistication by 
comparison. That's the case 
with Second Coming. This 
import gives a whole new 
meaning to "finishing school. 


as Bridget Maler learns the 
lessons of life and lust, passing 
her carnal knowledge along 
afterward. Sometimes a little 
jokey, with atrociously dubbed 
dialogue. 


* Debbie Does Dallas (VOX 
1978): The first and still 

one of the best films to give a 
guided tour of the desires 

of young coeds, It is also one 
of the first films ever to take 
you where no man had gone 
before, but where every 

man on earth wanted to be 
the girls' locker room. As 

we get glimpses of the 
exquisite young body of star 
Bambi Woods, we realize 
this shower scene is the 
model for every gratuitous 
nude scene in B movies from 
Carrie on down. Again, it's 
the turf that counts; the 
overheated world of the high 
school senior—male and 
female alike. 


* Frat House (VCX, 1979) 
Just about what it sounds like. 
A great video for a frat stag 
party, it has all the old jokes 
| (the school is Faulk U, the 


Above and top: Dallas 11. like I, is a guided tour of desires. 


| local fraternity, | Phelta Thi) 
and classic situations— 
pocket pool, keg parties 
etc.—everything but "the 
train." Animal House may 
have been funnier, but this is 
hard-core. 


* Vista Valley PT.A. (Quality, 
1980): Soap opera, porno- 
style. Vista Valley High School 
in the San Fernando Valley 

is a microcosm of lust and 
pettiness. The hypocrisy 

of parents telling their children 
to remain chaste while they 
are fucking like hormone- 
injected rabbits is the theme 
here. Jamie Gillis, as a Jimmy 
Swaggart type, and John 
Leslie are great in this one. 


* Coed Fever (Caballero, 
1980): A real classic of carnal 
college life. More frat-rat 

and sor-whore shenanigans. 
and an all-star cast from 
adult films golden age. Again, 
a perfect frat-party stag 

film, with the boys of Upper 
U fraternity facing off the 
snooty coeds at Alpha Epsi- 
lon Zeta sorority. Typecast 

as the ice-queen head of the 
sorority is the exquisite 
Annette Haven, whose chis- 
eled beauty was never better 
than it was here. 


* High School Memories 
(VCX, 1981): Not to be con- 
fused with 1974's sizzling 
High School Fantasies, this 
one also stars Annette Haven 
as a cheerleader who visits 
her old high school. The 
reunion motif is one porn pro- 
ducers rely on whenever 
they want a high school 
ambience but are saddled 
with performers who are a bit 
long in the tooth. Wahoo 
High School is the setting 
and the story is told almost 
entirely in flashback. This. 


is one school-yard film that is 
directed at a couples audi- 
ence and would be perfect 
for a coed screening. 


* All-American Girls (Cabal- 
lero, 1983): Another sorority- 
themed fuck video, this 

time with a definite feminine 
twist. A group of sorority 
Sisters gather for a reunion 
and spend a night telling one 
another their most fantastic 
Sex experiences since grad- 
uation. There's an outrageous 
scene where one of the 
storytellers recounts her 
seduction of a professor. High 
technical values and settings 
that are one step more exotic 
than your average porn 

tape highlight this one. 


* Bubblegum (VCA, 1983) 
One of the few truly funny 
comic satires porn has pro- 
duced, Bubblegum has a 
ragingly sexual collegiate 
sub-theme. Paula the student 
brings home her girlfriend 
Bubblegum, who proceeds to 
disrupt the erotic equilibrium 
of home sweet home 
Although it's not set at a 
school, this tape is great for 
its comparison of student 
values versus those of the 
home. 


* Private School Girls (Cabal- 
lero, 1983): Another of Shauna 
Grant's swan songs, this 
tape features the tragic porn 
starlet at the height of her 
erotic powers. The plot is 
some silly stuff involving a 
rock star and the students of 
a private school who plot a 
way to break out and see 
him. Come to think of it 
though, rebellion in school is 
one of the hallmarks of good 
school-yard drama, espe- 
cially when the action is 
erolic instead of chaotic. 


* First Time at Cherry High 
(VCA, 1984): We are now 
well into the era of video 
quickies, and Cherry shows 
the effects of tinier X-rated 
budgets. It's also a weak 
knockoff of Fast Times at 
Ridgemont High, but the two 
aren't even in the same 
ballpark. Only some sizzling 
Sex saves it 


* Taboo American Style, Part 
3 (VCA, 1985): The third of 

a four-part mini-series that 
stands as one of the most 
engrossing adult videos ever 
made. In this "reel," Carol 
Cross and Tom Byron are 
college sweethearts. When 
he brings her home, however, 
they both receive an educa 
lion from Raven, who plays 
Tom’s sultry sister. When 

it comes to pure erotic drama, 
director Ron Sullivan (a.k.a. 
Henri Pachard) pulls no 
punches. 


* Too Naughty to Say No 
(Caballero, 1985): The school 
is a little different here: It's 

a Bible school. Angel tries to 
plumb the meaning of 


“begat” and other erotic 
situations in the good book, 
which is actually drenched 

in sex. All the fucking is 
confined to fantasy so as по! 
to violate the "pure" atmo- 
sphere of the school itself. 


* Three Daughters (Femme, 
1986): A romance novel 

of a porn film—at least, that's 
the intent. Siobhan Hunter 
accents the first word in the 
phrase "coming of age." 
Really the story of what hap- 
pens to a family household 


Above and top: Daughters is a romance novel of a porn film. 


when the pheromone level 
gets too high, there is also a 
strong schoolgirl theme. 


* Dreamgirls (Essex, 1986): 
The opening vignette is 

the hottest teacher-pupil fuck 
in porn. This time it's a female 
prol and her bad-boy pupil, 
but Melissa Melendez and 
Marc Wallace exploit the 
erotic potential to its fullest 
Their encounter is what you'd 
see if you screened a teen- 
age boy's daydreams. 


* Back to Class (Dreamland, 
1987): More like “Back to 

the Drawing Board.” This tape 
was pieced together from 
old footage, one of the most 
pernicious practices in porn 
Another fraternity-themed 
story with aging actors anda 
cutting-room-floor flavor. 


| • Extreme Heat (Moonlight 


1987): It's a good idea 
Parody The Nutty Professor, 
giving the Jekyll-and-Hyde 
transformation a sexual slant. 
The producers don't pull it 
off, although there is copious 
hot sex to make up for their 
failure. Sample Marisa Betan- 
court's state-of-the-tart 
blowjobs, for example. 


* Jamie Loves Jeff (Vivid, 
1988): Fired up by the pres- 
ence of its two stars, Jamie 
Summers and Jeff Stryker, 
this tape takes the high- 
school-reunion theme to new 
heights. Although Stryker 

is a crossover stud from male 
films, you'd never know it 
from the enthusiasm with 
which he boffs a female. 
Jamie Summers is simply the 
most attractive face and 
body in adult entertainment 
today, which is why they 
modeled the Brat series 
around her.O4—g 
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YCUR FANTASY IS. 

REALITY at Michael 

Salem's Enterprises, Inc. 

‘Sensuous lingerie, corsets, 

garter belts plus wigs, stiletto heeled 
Shoes, stockings, breast a 
numerous unusual related items. In 
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deductible from first order. - 
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JOYCE HOLDER/JUST BIKINIS, 
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write Nationwide Shopper Systems, Inc. PO, Bex 3197, Burbank, CA 91504. 


O CHECK D MONEY ORDER 


144 S. 1ST ST, DEPT. 790606, РО, BOX 4507, BURBANK, CA 91503 _ 


10 FULL-LENGTH MILLION DOLLAR SELLERS 
FOR JUST $4.95 EACH! 


Yes! That's $4.95 per video feature when you buy all ten! It may be hard to believe 
but it's true! In fact, our prices are so low we've agreed to change the names of 
the titles in this ad to protect the manufacturer! What you will receive are the 
original titles, all certified “MILLION DOLLAR SELLERS" by the owner! Over 
12 hours of scorching, sexy video starring the biggest names in the business! 
Seka, Annette Haven, Samantha Fox, Bunny Bleu, John Leslie, Rachel 
Ashley, Lisa DeLeeuw, Jamie Gillis, Hypatia Lee, Constance Money and 
a whole lot more of your favorite sex stars! 


ALL TEN PROGRAMS ARE ONLY $49.95! #5400 (VHS ONLY) 


BONUS! ORDER ALL 10 MILLION DOLLAR SELLERS AND WE'LL INCLUDE— 
ABSOLUTELY FREE—3 FULL HOURS OF "THE BLONDE BOMBSHELL: 
SEKA, GINGER AND AMBER! 


(Any feature can be purchased separately for $14.95— please order by item # listed in description) 


DOWN В DOWN IN BEVERLY HILLS THE PLATINUM PRINCESS — Seka. MONEY HONEY — Constance Money. 
~ Enter the decadent lifestyles of the Kay Parker, R.J. Reynolds, Lisa Sharon Thorpe and John Leslie 
very rich, very famous and very DeLeeuw in a sparkling "must see ina sexy tale about a lovely lady and. 
beautiful people of Beverly Hills Im! The mansion explodes with Der sexual encounters, Constance 
Thrill to a theatrical release starring trigue and sexy fun in this enjoyable Money brings à beauty to the screen. 
Bunny Bleu, Colleen Brennan and iim starring Seka, the Platinum that easily ranks her among the most 


an all-star cast that takes you from 
Boardroom to Bedroom. Sunny Сай. 
fornia is the backdrop for this wild 

and wicked fik! It's sex from break 
fast to bedtime and the story never 
tags! A feast for the senses! # 5409 


SWEATDANCE—Shanna Evans. 
Ron Jeremy Rachel Ashley and 
John Leslie in a flashy. funny and 
very very sexy rendition of the 
famous general release film. Shanna 
Evans is an exciting, erotic lady 
she's pretty. athletic, sexy and 
extremely willing. SweatDance isa 
flawless, million-dollar selier. The 
Cabaret Scenes are terrific and the 
overall effect is a sophisticated. en 
Joyable program that s both creative 
and exciting * 5407 


‘THE TIME TRAVELER — Samantha. 
Fox, Richard Pacheco and Nicole 
Black in the classic tale of a young 
stud who travels through time to 
have passionate affairs with famous. 
historical ladies like Cleopatra and 
Juliet. The Time Traveler received. 
Hustler s highest rating. was nomi- 
nated for 13 erotic awards. and 
was "Best Adult Film of the Year") 
Samantha Fox is absolutely devas. 
{ating m this sensuous spectacular 
#5405 


CALIFORNIA CREAMIN —Shauna 
Grant. Tina Ronnie. John Leslie. 
and Rachel Ashley and more of the 
‘most beautiful girls in the world! This 
isShauna's first major adult role and 
she is stunning as а contestant in the 
world's most erotic beauty pageant 
Recipient of Hustler's highest rating 
the film includes the cream of the 
California blondes. The sex scenes are 
erotic and the production value 15 
top-notch. #5404 


y 
Sr 


Princess! The story s fast-moving and 
sometimes it's hard to remember. 
Just who is doing what to whom. 

‘the bedroom, pantry and drawing 
com are alive with the sights and. 
sounds of pounding sexual encoun- 
ters. You I find out what really turns 
‘on the idle fich in this lavishly pro: 
duced epic! #5401 


HARD ARABIAN NIGHTS —Annette 
Haven. John Leslie, Lisa Deleeuw 
and Mai Lin round out the all-star 
cast In this feature nominated for 16 
erotic awards! Elaborate costumes 
and acclaimed performances bring 
you back to the time of the Arabian 
Nights where sheiks just snap their 
fingers and things happen! Annette 
Haven is at her most devastating 
Dest in this exotic tale of sex and 
intrigue! #5403 


BAD GIRLS — Hypatia Lee. Honey 
Wilder. Rachel Ashley. John Leslie. 
Mona Page and Ron Jeremy brighten 
screen in this sexy "sitcom 
The scenes. players and sex shift. 
rapidly and you may need a scorecard 
to keep track-but who cares? The 
action is non-stop. the ladies are 
lovely and the sex is great. "Bad 
Girls" has been hailed as one of the 
best. You won t go wrong making 
room for it in your library! #5411 


famous women of our time, Her role 
in "Misty Beethoven” brought her. 
acclaim as one of the most beautiful 
women to appear in adult films, In 

Money Honey she proves she's not 
just attractive but a full-fledged 
sexual superstar! #5402 


BODY HEAT—Starring Kathleen 
Kristel, Kelly Cole, Victoria Slick 
and Rick Ardone. Set amidst the 
glitter and glamour of high-fashion 
modeling this sexually charged fea. 
ture presents the lovely Kathleen 
‘Kristel as an aspiring, provocative 
model who gets to the top of her 
profession... fast! Hustler magazine 
has said "there is so much to like. 
you may wonder why all adult movies 
‘Can't be as good: We couldn't agree 
more. 5 stars! # 5406 


SEX PARK— Imagine a theme park 
where your sexual wishes come truel 
Well, that's the premise of this spec- 
tacular feature starring Annette. 
Haven, Desiree West, Leslie Вохее 
and John Leslie. The beautiful ladies 
‘and iron-hard men look human, they 
‘act human and they certainly make 
Jove as though they are human. But 
are they? Find out for yourself in this 
classic that garnered rave reviews 
from every quarter! #5410 
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HOW THE U.S. GOVERNMENT SMUGGLED DRUGS 


Why did the United States government go into business with drug smug- 
glers, allowing tons of narcotics to enter this country as a necessary cost 
of higher geo-political objectives? Or, simply put, why did the Reagan 
administration subordinate drug enforcement to the goal of overthrowing 
the Sandinista government of Nicaragua? Penthouse reporters Ernest 
Volkman and John Cummings have amassed an astonishing and—for all 
law-abiding American citizens—disheartening collection of facts to back 
up what others have long suspected: that the U.S. government, in an orgy 
of greed, myopia, and blind expediency, is losing the so-called War Against 
Drugs because it has been fighting against itself. 


THE UNBEARABLE COOLNESS OF BEING BARRY SOBEL 


Those in the know will know that comedian Barry Sobel is totally cool. 
The coolest. Cool enough for Columbia Pictures, which hired Sobel to 
write the stand-up act Tom Hanks performed in the film Punchline and 
coach Hanks on his art. “I equate this with teaching Picasso how to finger 
paint," Sobel tells writer Teri Wingender, who profiles the Brooklyn-bred 
comedy wizard and Revenge of the Nerds І! star in next month's "Stand- 
Up Guys" feature. A Sobel sample: "In L.A., somebody could see a dead 
body on the freeway, get out of their car, pick up the dead body, put it in 
the passenger seat, and use it to drive through the car-pool lane." 


GENTLEMEN'S ACCESSORIES 


They add a touch of class to every gentleman's wardrobe, office, or home, 
and they're available in a wider panoply of styles than ever before: a loose 
classification of artifacts and objets d'art we call, quite simply, men's ac- 
cessories. In the July "Right Stuff" column, Gerard Van der Leun will 
survey a selection of both the very latest and the most classic in such 
items as money clips, sleek attaché cases, sunglasses, pocket watches; 
and personal CD players. 


DR. GOLD'S “MAGIC BULLET" 


Joe Gold's phone has been ringing a lot lately. As the head of the Syracuse 
Cancer Research Institute, Dr. Gold has been fighting for years—as you've 
read in these pages before—to have the medical establishment recognize 
hydrazine sulfate, a common and inexpensive drug, as an anti-cancer 
treatment. Ignored or condemned by other cancer doctors—and labeled 
a quack cure just ten years ago by the American Cancer Society—the 
"magic bullet" is finally gaining widespread recognition for its often mir- 
acle-like effectiveness. This latest installment by reporter Larry Linder- 
man in the story of a true medical pioneer once again puts Penthouse on 
the cutting edge of one of the most significant battles of our time. 


POWER PLAYER 


Roger Stone's the kind of fellow who can make the rest of us feel a little 
bit like under-achievers. As one of the most powerful and influential Re- 
publican political consultants, he's engineered dozens of successful cam- 
paigns and helped shape the careers of such luminaries as Richard Nixon, 
Ronald Reagan, and George Bush. In his scant free time, he's working 
on a biography of Hap Farley, the legendary Atlantic City boss of the 
twenties—as well as hunting down finds in vintage-clothing stores and 
immersing himself in films from the late 1930s. Next month he's consented 
to donate some of that valuable time to Penthouse, where he'll discuss 
his fascinating career and, appropriately, model the striking "power suits" 
of designer Alan Flusser. 
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WALTERS: 


SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking 
By Pregnant Women May Result in Fetal 


y : $ = Fitters 100: 16 mg: “tar”, 1.3 mg. nicotine; 
Injury, Premature Birth, And Low Birth Weight. 


EE "tar", 0.7 mg. nicotine; Menthol 1003: 11 mg. “tar”, 
0.9 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 


